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Till    •  OEMS   have  not  before  appeared  iu  anjr 

mr  Author's  Work*.     All,  except  the  first,  are 
taken  Groan  I>i.  Carrie's  Life  of  Burns. 


D     EPISTLE    TO    DAI' IE. 

A    BROTHER    TOET  *. 


AVLD    NIBOK, 

I'M  three  tines,  doubly,  o'er  your  debtor, 
For  your  auld-fancnt,  Irien'ly  letter  j 

'I  ho'  I  maun  su\  't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Yc  speak  sa«-  lair; 
Tor  my  puir,  silly,  rhymin  clatter 

SOON  len  maun  sair. 


•  This  is  prefixed  to  the  roetns  of  David  Sillar,  published 
at  kihuuruuck,  J  7  Oi). 
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Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle; 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle, 
To  chear  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

O'  war'ly  cares, 
'Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld  gray  hairs. 

But,  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye 're  glaikit; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit ; 
An'  gif  its  sae,  ye  sud  be  licket 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  hauns  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faiket, 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 

For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus'  brink, 

Bivin  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 

Whyles  daez  't  wi'  love,  whyles  daez't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons; 
An'  whyles,  but  ay  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons. 

Of  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  the  Bardie  clan ; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

O'  rhymin'  clink, 
The  devil-haet,  that  I  sud  ban, 

They  ever  think. 


•  1  -1. 

.  heme  <>'  livin', 

ii'  : 

But  just  the  pouchie  pot  the  nieve  in, 

An'  while  ought  a  there, 

Then  hiltie,  ikiltie,  we  gae  eurivin', 
An'  faab  oae  main 

e  me  on  rhyme!  it 's  ay  ;i  treasure, 
M\  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleeam 
bame,  a-fiel,  at  waxk  or  leisure, 

The  Mum-,  poor  li. 

TheV  rough  an'  raploch  !><•  her  measure, 

She  's  seldom 

Haud  to  tin-  Muse,  mv  dainty  Dai 

The  wail'  may  play  you  monie  a  ^liavie; 

But  t'ov  tin'  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  j 
'l'hu'  pair, 

Na,  even  tho'  Ihnpan  m*  the  ■pevie 

door  to  door. 
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THE   LASS  V  BALLOCHMYLE. 


'TWAS  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green, 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang; 
The  Zephyr  wantoned  round  the  bean, 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang : 
In  every  glen  the  mavis  sang, 

All  nature  listening  seemed  the  while, 
Except  where  green-wood  echoes  rang 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  strayed, 

My  heart  rejoiced  in  nature's  joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanced  to  spy  ; 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye, 

Her  air  like  nature's  vernal  smile, 
Perfection  whispered  passing  by, 

Behold  the  lass  o'  Ballochmyle ! 
9 


- 

Fair  if  the  morn  in  flowery  M 
And  night  in  Autumn  mild  ■. 

When  roving  thro'  the  garden 
Or  •  ftely  wild: 

But  woman,  natun  child  ! 

There  all  her  (.harms  sin:  docs  compile; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  foil'd 

By  the  bonny  lass  o'  Ballochtmle. 

( ),  had  ihe  been  a  country  maid, 

And  1  the  happy  country  swam. 

Tho'  sheltered  ha  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland'.*  plain  ! 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain 
With  joy,  with  rapture,  1  would  toil; 

And  nightly  to  my  baton)  strain 
The  bono  Ballochmyle* 

•i  pride  might  climb  the  slipp'ry  steep; 

Where  Game  and  honours  lofty  shine; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine; 

Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  docks  or  till  the 

And  every  day  havi 

With  the  bonny  lass  o'  Balloclmnle. 
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TO    MARY    IN   HEAVEN. 


THOU  lingering  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  morn, 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary  !  dear  departed  shade  ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 
That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget, 

Can  I  forget  the  hallowed  grove, 
Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  ! 
Eternity  will  not  efface, 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace  ; 

Ah  !  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last ! 
Ayr  gurgling  kissed  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods,  thick'ning,  green  ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar, 

Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptured  scene. 


MISi 

The  fl<  ang  wanton  to  be  p 

The  birds  sang  loi  ray, 

Till  too,  t'  «>  soon,  the  glowii 

Proclaimed  the  ipeed  of  winj  i  d  day. 
Siill  o'er  tin  » 

And  fondly  broods  with  mi* 
'rune  but  the  ill. 

.ins  their  channels  <l<  ep< 
Mary,  dear  departed  shade  ! 
Where  is  1 1 1  v  blissful  place  of  n 
•  tli<ni  tin  lover  lowly  laid  ? 
Hear'st  thou  the  groans  thai  rend  his  breast? 
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LINES  ON  AN  INTERVIEW  WITH 
LORD   DAER. 


THIS  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Burns, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  ne'er  to  be  forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  1  sprackled  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner'd  wi'  a  Lord. 

I've  been  at  drunken  writers'  feasts, 
Nay  been  bitch-fou  'mang  godly  priests, 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken ; 
I've  even  join'd  the  honour'd  jorum, 
When  mighty  Squireships  of  the  quorum, 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  slokcn. 

But  wi'  a  Lord — stand  out  my  shin, 
A  Lord — a  Peer — an  Earl's  son, 
Up  higher  yet  my  bonnet ; 
And  sic  a  Lord — lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a', 
As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet. 


MIS.  >US.  11 

a    pow'r  ' 

llyart  glowr, 

And  how  he  star'd  and  staunner'd, 

When  as  it"  led  wr"  branks, 

An  stunipan  OB  Ins  ploughman  chunks, 
He  m  the  parlour  hammcr'd. 


*•*•••• 


I  sidling  sheltered  in  •  nook, 

An'  at  Ins  lordship  Steal*!  a  look 

Like  some  portentona  omen  ; 
•  !.(1  social 
An*  (what  surprised  me)  mod< 
I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

I  watch'd  the  symptoms  o*  the  (-rial, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state, 

The  arrogant  a 

Eeinj  ■  pride,  oae  pride  had  he, 

.  nor  Mate  that  I  conic 
r  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

I  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  Irani, 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  rank  as  well  "s  another; 
Nae  kOHett  worthy  man  need  <  are. 
To  meet  with  noble,  youthful  Dakr, 

Tor  he  but  meets  a  brother. 
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ON    A    YOUNG    LADY, 

Residing  on  the  banks  of  the  small  river  Devon,  in  Clackman» 
nanshire,  but  whose  infant  years  were  spent  in  Ayrshire. 


HOW  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear-winding  Devon, 
With  green-spreading  bushes,  and  flowers  bloom- 
ing fair  ; 

But  the  bonniest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 

Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower, 
In  the  gay  rosy  morn  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew  ! 

And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower, 
That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

O,  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 
With  chill  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 

And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizest 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  and  lawn  ! 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies, 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose ; 

A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valleys 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 


ta 


TLB    (.on  DON. 


I. 

STREAMS  thai  glide  in  orient  pi 

i  hound  by  winter*!  chain; 
Glowing  bere  «>n  golden  sands, 

mmix'd  with  foulest  stains 
From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands: 
These,  their  richly-gleaming  waves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slav< 
Give  inc  the  stir, mi  that  sweetly  laves 

'I'll'-  hanks  hv  Castle  Gordon. 


II. 

ion  sts,  ever  gay, 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil, 

Or  the  ruthless  native's  way, 

00  slaughter,  hlood,  and  spoil: 
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Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slave, 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 
The  storms,  by  Castle  Gordon. 


III. 

Wildly  here  without  controul, 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole ; 
In  that  sober  pensive  mood, 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul, ' 
She  plants  the  forest,  pours  the  flood ; 
Life's  poor  day  I'll  musing  rave, 
And  find  at  night  a  sheltering  cave, 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  wave, 
By  bonnie  Castle  Gordon*. 


*  These  verses  our  Poet  composed  to  be  sung  to  Morag,  a 
Highland  air,  of  which  he  was  extremely  fond. 


ELL  AIT  MH 


NAE-BODY, 


I    II AE  a  wife  o'  inv  ain, 
I'll  jmrtakt-  \vi'  uuc-body  ; 

I'll  tak  cuckold  hue  nunc, 
I'll  gie  cuckold  U)  nue-body. 

I  h;ic  a  penny  to  spend} 

Then  — '.iiank>  to  nae-body; 

1  hue  oaething  to  lend, 
I'll  borrow  true  nac-body. 

I  am  nac-bodyV  lord, 

I'll  be  slave  to  nac-body; 

1  hue  a  gude  braid  >\\ord, 
I'll  tak  dunts  frae  nac-body. 

I'll  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  iad  for  nae-body; 

If  nae-bodv  care  for  me, 
I'll  care  for  nac-body. 
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ON  THE  DEATH   OF  A   LAP-DOG, 
NAMED    ECHO. 


IN  wood  and  wild  ye  warbling  throng, 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore  ; 
Now  half-extinct  your  powers  of  song, 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

Ye  jarring  screeching  things  around, 
Scream  your  discordant  joys; 

Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound, 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


S  0   V  (, 


'lit!    J  Hltt' 


►NCE  I  lov'd  :i  bonnie  U 

Ay  a:id  I  love  her  still, 

And  whilst  that  virtue  warms  toy  I 
I'll  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

Tul  lal  tie  ml.  • 

•nnie  lasses  I  bae  x 
And  mony  full  as  braw, 
Rut  for  a  mod  fu'  meio 

The  like  I  never  saw. 

A  bonny  lass,  I  will  con!' 

Is  pleasant  to  the 
But  without  some  better  qua 
-  DO  a  lass  tor  nit. 

•  Tin',  wai  our  Poet'i  i.iM  stl 
Vol..  III.  C 
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But  Nelly's  looks  are  blythe  and  sweet, 

And  what  is  best  of  a', 
Her  reputation  is  complete, 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

She  dresses,  ay  sae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
And  then  there  's  something  in  her  gait 

Gars  ony  dress  look  week 

A.  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart, 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  polishes  the  dart. 

Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 
She  reigns  without  controul. 

Tal  lal  dc  red,  &c. 


VO  THE  MEMOI& 
FERGUSSOK 

HERE  LIES   ROB!  i:i   I  ERGl    SON,  r< 

16th  (><i 


nlptur'd  marbl 

i  (1  urn  nor  aniuia 

wity 

To  poui 
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THE    CHEVALIER'S    LAMENT. 


THE  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  returning. 

The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  clear  thro'  the  vale; 
The  hawthorn  trees  blow  in  the  dews  of  the  morning, 

And  wild  scatter'd  cowslips  bedeck  the  green  dale  : 

But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  what  can  seem  fair, 
While  the  lingering  moments  are  number'd  by  care  ? 

No  flowers  gaily  springing,  nor  birds  sweetly  singing, 
Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 

The  deed  that  I  dar'd  could  it  merit  their  malice, 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne  ? 

His  right  are  these  hills  and  his  right  are  these  valleys, 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  but  I  can  find 
none. 

But  'tis  not  my  sufferings  thus  wretched,  forlorn, 
My  brave  gallant  friends,  'tis  your  ruin  I  mourn ; 
Your  deeds  prov'd  so  loyal  in  hot  bloody  trial, 
Alas !  can  I  make  you  no  sweeter  return  ! 


MltCBfcLAVSOl  H 


r.riSTLE    TO    R.  GRAHAM,   ESQ. 


WHEN  Nature  her  great  master-]  gn'd, 

And  fratn'd  her  latt]  belt  work,  the  human  mind, 

Her  ayi  intent  <>n  all  the  mazy  plan, 

form'd  oi"  various  parts  tlic  various  man. 

Then  fust  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth  ; 
Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth  : 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth, 

And  merchandise1  whole  genus  take  their  birth  : 

■  prudent  i  it  a  warm  existence  finds, 
.Ami  all  mechanics'  manv-apron'd  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  n<  edful  to  the  net: 
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The  caput  inortuum  of  gross  desires 

Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires  ; 

The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  flow, 

She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough, 

Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  grave  designs, 

Law,  physic,  politics,  and  deep  divines : 

Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles, 

The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  stood, 
Nature,  well-pleas'd,  pronounced  it  very  good  ; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er, 
Half-jest,  she  try'd  one  curious  labour  more. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fatmis  matter; 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter ; 
With  arch-alacrity  and  conscious  glee 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we, 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it) 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it — a  poet. 
Creature,  tho'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  blest  today  unmindful  of  to-morrow. 


m&<  ous. 

A  being  form'd  t'  am 

AdnuYd  and  prais'd — and  there  tl 

A  mortal  quite  unlit  lor  I'm 
all  the  il! 

otiug  v. In  rewithal  to  In' 
ing  to  wipe  each  tew,  to  heal  each  groan, 
at  all  in i i  >wn. 

oot  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor  work. 
Pit\  ing  the  propless  climber  of  mankind, 
she  cast  about  &  standard  tree  to  find; 
And,  to  support  his  help! 
Attaeh'd  hint  to  th 
A  title,  and  the 

To  lay  strong  hold  foi  ii<  Ip  on  ruhauu 

the  tuneful  muses'  hap: 
Weak,  timid  land: 
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Their  hearts  no  selfish  stern  absorbent  stuff, 
That  never  gives — tho'  humbly  takes  enough  ; 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon, 
Unlike  sage  proverb'd  Wisdom's  hard-wrung  boon. 
The  world  were  blest  did  bliss  on  them  depend, 
Ah,  that  u  the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  friend  ! " 
Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son, 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool  !) 
Who  make  poor  will  do  wait  upon  I  should — 
We  own  they  're  prudent ;  but  who  feels  they  're  good  i 
Ye  wise  ones,  hence  !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye  ! 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  ! 
But  come  ye  who  the  godlike  pleasure  know, 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguished — to  bestow  ! 
Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  race : 
Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace ; 
Friend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes  ! 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 


MI  SI 
imiiks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afraid, 

Backward,  abash'd  to  a-^k  tbj  friendly  aid) 

I  know  my  nerd,   I  know  Ing  hand, 

\c  tli y  friendship  at  thy  kind  command; 

Hut  there  are  lucli  who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 

as,  should  the  branded  character  be  n 
Whose  verse  in  manhood's  pride  sublimely  flov 

vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  pr< 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 
Sours  on  the  spurning  wing  of  injur*  d  merit! 

OOl  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find; 
Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind  ! 

So,  to  heaven's  gates  tl  brill  song  ascends, 

But  groveling  on  the  earth  tl  ids. 

In  all  the  clamorous  cry  of  starving  want, 
They  dun  benevolence  with  B  front; 

Oblige  them,  patronise  their  tinsel  lays, 

Tin  y  persecute  you  all  your  future  ds 

;uy  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain. 

My  horn;  ime  the  pi  tin  ; 

The  pie-bali'd  jacket  let  me  patch  on,  • 

On  eighteen-pi  m  «.  a  week  I've  UVd  1 1 : 
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Though,  thanks  to   Heaven,   I  dare  even  that  last 

shift, 
I  trust  meantime  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift  : 
That  plac'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height, 
Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight, 
My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublimer 

flight*. 


*  This  is  our  Foet's  first  epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintrv.  Tt  is  not 
equal  to  the  second  ;  but  it  contains  too  touch  of  the  characteristic 
vigour  of  its  author  to  be  suppressed.  A  little  more  knowledge 
of  natural  history,  or  of  chemistry,  was  wanted  to  enable  him 
to  execute   the    original  conception  correctly. 


FRAG  V  /:\  /. 


:     K  li. ill    HON 


HOW  wisdom  and  tolly  meet,  mix,  and  unite; 

■  irtae  aad  vice  blend  their  black  aud  their  white  ; 
illtistriou 
Confounds  rule  and  law.  reconciles  contradiction — 
1  sing:  [f  these  mortal*,  bould  bustle, 

1  care  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  l;o  win- 

But  now  for  a  Tat ron,  whose  name  and  wli 

\  l  i 

Tboa  first  of  our  orate. 

parts  and  acquiremi  i  inert  lu<  I 

With  kno\  .and  with  judgment  so  strong, 

.  ian  with  the  halt' «  went  tar  wroi 

With  passions  so  potent,  and  fan<  ;ht, 

i. in  with  the  half  oi  lit  ; 

-on  ot  t!: 

using  thy  nam 
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Good  L — d,  what  is  man  !  for  as  simple  he  looks, 
Do  but  try  to  develop  his  hooks  and  his  crooks  ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and  his  evil, 
All  in  all  he  's  a  problem  must  puzzle  the  devil. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  sir  Pope  hugely  labours, 
That,  like  th'  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eats  up  its 

neighbours  : 
Mankind  are  his  show-box — a  friend,  would  you  know 

him  ? 
Pull  the  string,  ruling  passion  the  picture  will  shew  him. 
What  pity  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 
One  trifling  particular,  truth,  should  have  miss'd  him  ; 
For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Mankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe, 
And  think  human  nature  they  truly  describe ; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  t'other?  there's  more  in  the 

wind, 
As  by  one  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  you'll  find. 
But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan, 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature,  call'd  Man, 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim, 
Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same, 
Though  like  as  was  ever  twin  brother  to  brother,     , 
Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you've  the  other. 


US. 


0   DK.  BLACK  LOCK. 

Oct  1789. 

WOW,  but  your  letter  mad 

And  are  ye  bale]  and  weel,  and  cantie  ? 

1  ktn'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  jaunt 

Wad  bring  ye  to  : 
Lord  st  nd  you  I  want  ye, 

And  thou  ye '11  do. 

[The  ill-thief  blew  the  Heron  south  ! 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth! 
He  laid  mytel  by  word  o'  mouth* 

He'd  tak  niv  letti 
I  lippen'd  to  the  chiel  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  bett 

Hut  aiblini  bonesl  Matter  Heron 
Hud  at  the  time  tome  dainty  fair  one, 

To  ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study; 
And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lcur  on, 
D  tried  the  body*. 

•  Mr.  Heron,  author  of  the  History  of  Scotland,  lately  pub- 
lished ;  mid  of  various  other  works. 
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But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
I'm  turn'd  a  gauger — Peace  be  here  ! 
Parnassian  queens,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Ye '11  now  disdain  me, 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Ye  glaiket,  glcesome,  dainty  damies, 
Wha  byCastalia's  wimplin  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbics, 

'  Ye  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 

I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies, 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  duddies  ; 

Ye  ken  yoursels  my  heart  right  proud  is, 

I  need  na  vaunt, 
But  I'll  sned  besoms — thraw  saugh  woodies, 

Before  they  want. 

Lord  help  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care  ! 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air  ! 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers ; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a'  men  brithers  ? 


■  ItCSLl 

I  ,  I'n:  m  l: 

Thou  stalk  p"  carl-hemp  in  man ! 

And  let  us  mind,  faint  b< 

A  lady  fair: 
Wha  dues  the  utmost  that  he 

\N"il  1  win  l»s  <!w  man. 

But  to  conclud  rhyme, 

(I'm  scant  <*'  verse,  and 

To  make  a  ha;  !e  elime 

To  weans  and 

That  's  ti  th08  and  subln 

Of  human  111 

And  eke  the  same  to  h  .y, 

1  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chu 

And  gratefully,  my  gude  auld  coi  kie, 

Tin 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN    AT    THE    THEATRE,    ELLISLAND,    OK 
NEW-YEAR-DAY     EVENING. 


NO  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city 

That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste— the  more's  the  pity: 

Tho',  by  the  by,  abroad  why  will  you  roam  ? 

Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home  : 

But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 

I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new  year  ! 

Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 

Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 

The  sage  grave  ancient  cough'd,  and  bade  me  say, 

"  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day," 

If  wiser  too — he  hinted  some  suggestion, 

But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  question  ; 

And  with  a  would-be-roguish  leer  and  wink, 

He  bade  me  on  you  press  this  one  word— "think  !" 

Ye  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush  with  hope  and  spirit, 
Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit, 
To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say, 
In  his  sly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way  ! 


u  Iti  33 

is  you  mind,  ;iini(l  your  thoughtless  rattlr, 

Thai  the  lir^t  blow  n  ever  half  the  battle; 

That  tliu'  M>me  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  match  him, 

by  the  forel*  ck  is  the  bold  to  patch  bimj 
That  whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbcarn 

You  may  <lo  miracles  bj  ring. 

t,  tho'  not  least  in  love.  y.    youthful  fair, 

Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  can  ! 

»u  old  Bald-pate  unoothei  liis  wrinkled  brow, 

And  humbly  begl  you  '11  mind  the  important — now  ! 

To  crowa  your  happineei  be  taki  your  tee 
And  offers,  Miss  to  give  and  to  receive. 

For  our  sincere,  tl:o'  haply  weak  eiideav<  >. 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours; 
And  DOwaoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  it, 
Believe  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


Vol.  III. 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  LATE  MISS  BURNET 
OF  MONBODDO. 


LIFE  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize, 
As  Burnet  lovely  from  her  native  skies ; 
Nor  envious  death  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow, 
As  that  which  laid  th'  accomplish'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget  ? 

In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set ! 

In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shown, 

As  by  his  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  is  known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves  ; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  shore, 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chaunt  your  idle  loves, 

Ye  cease  to  charm— Eliza  is  no  more  ! 

Ye  heathy  wastes  immix'd  with  reedy  fens ; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stor'd  ;. 
Ye  rugged  cliffs  o'erhanging  dreary  glens, 

To  you  I  fly,  ye  with  my  soul  accord. 


mimt.ii.  \  \  i:ous. 
Prim  cumb'roui  pud-  wu$  all  their  worth, 

Shall  \eiia!  la_\s  tin  ir  pompOUl  <\it  liail  ? 

,  And  thou.  ccellence  !  our  earth, 

I  not  a  muse  in  hones!  grid  bewail? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 
\nd  virtue's  light  that  beams  beyond  the  *p|;, 

But  like  the  sUn  eclips'd  at  morning  tide, 
Thou  left'st  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 

heart  that  nestled  fond  in  th- 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care  : 
deckt  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree, 
So  from  it  ravish'  t  bleak  and  bare. 


36  burns'  poems  ; 


IMITATION  OF  AN  OLD  JACOBITE  SONG. 


BY  yon  castle  \va'  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey ; 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  fast  down  came — 
There'll  never  be  peace  'till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

The  church  is  in  ruins,  the  state  is  in  jars, 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars  : 
We  dare  na'  weel  say 't,  but  we  ken  wha's  to  blame — 
There'll  never  be  peace  'till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword, 
And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the  yerd : 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  o'  my  faithfu'  auld  dame — 
There  '11  never  be  peace  'till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down, 
Sin'  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown ; 
But  'till  my  last  moment  my  words  are  the  same — 
There  '11  never  be  peace  'till  Jamie  comes  hame. 
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II.IR    SONG. 

battle  ;  linir  of  lli  nig;  the  wounded 

mill  dying  of  (be  victorkrai  txmjmt  laaposeeTto  join  iatbc 

following   Sum;. 

F  IREWELL,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye 
skit  s 
Now  gay  with  the  bright  setting  sun  ; 

and  friendahi]  a  tender  ties, 

Our  race  of  existence  u  run  ! 

Tbou  grim  king  ofterroura,  thou  life's  gloomy  foe, 

.  frighten  tin'  coward  and  ik 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant!  but  know, 
No  terrourt  hast  thou  to  the  bra 

Thou  stnk'st  the  dull  peasant,  he  sinks  in  the  dark, 

.  the  wreck  ot  a  name  ; 
Thou  stnk'st  th»-  you  lorious  mark  ! 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  i 

In  the  field  of  proud  honour — our  swords  in  our  hands, 

Our  Kmg  and  our  country  to  save — 
While  victor)  Bbin*  tnda, 

O  !  who  would  i  <  b  the  brave  ! 
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THE    RIGHTS   OF    WOMAN. 

An  Occasional  Address   spoken  by  Miss  Fontenellf, 
on  her  Beneiit-niglit. 

WHILE  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  things, 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings  ; 
While  quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his  plan, 
And  even  children  lisp  the  Rights  of  Man  ; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss  just  let  me  mention, 
The  Rights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 

First,  in  the  sexes  intermix'd  connexion, 
One  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is  protection. — 
The  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate, 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  of  fate, 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defae'd  its  lovely  form, 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. — 

Our  second  Right — but  needless  here  is  caution, 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate  's  the  fashion, 
Each  man  of  sense  h^s  it  so  full  before  him, 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — 'tis  decorum. — 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polish' d  days, 
A  time  when  rough  rude  man  had  naughty  ways  ; 


MIS' 

Would  t  drunk,  kick  up  ■  riot, 

thus  invade  ■  lady's  quit 
thank  mn  Itan  !    il.<  M  Gothic  linns  arc  l! 
Now,  \\fll-!in;l  nun      and  \ou  an-  all  wril-bicd — 
justly  tliink  (and  we  art-  IDUCh  the  gainers) 
luct  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 

bt  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearest, 
That  right  to  Buttering  femah  bearta  the  mar. 
Which  even  tbi  tings  m  k>w  prostratiesi 

humbly  own  —'tis  dear,  dear  admiration  ! 
In  that  Idcst  sphere  alone  we  live  and  mOVi 

There  taste  that  life  v\  life — immortal  love.— 

Smile  tN  tlirtutious,  airs, 

-t  m.(  h  an  host  what  tl:i  •    dares — 

When  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her  chftra 

Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  aiD 

Bttt  truce  with  kings,  and  time  with  constitutions, 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolutions : 
attention  summon, 
Ah!  r«  iru  .'  THE  Ma  JEST  t  of  Wom  i 


h  ► 
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ADD  R  E  S  S, 


Spoken  by  Miss  Fontenei.lf.  on  her  Benefit-niglit,  December  4, 
17  95,  at  the  Theatre,  Dumfries. 


STILL  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour, 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better ; 
So,  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies, 
Told  him,  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes  ; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed  ; 
And  last,  my  Prologue-business  slily  hinted. 
"  Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes, 
"  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing  times  : 
"  Can  you — but,  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
"  Dissolve  in  pause — and  sentimental  tears — 
"  With  laden  sighs, and  solemn-rounded  sentence, 
"  Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repentance  ; 
"  Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand,       -^ 
"  Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand,  S 

*t  Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land  ?'s 


»1IS(    I    I .  I     \  |] 


Id  DO  mon       a^k:i : 

D'xi-  think, laid  I,  this  face  wu  made  for  crying? 
I'll  laugh,  thafspos    nay  more,  the  world  shall  know  it; 
\ii<l  ip,  your  lervanl  !  Poet ! 


Firm  as  my  en  my  fix'd  belief 

That  Miiery'i  another  word  for  Grief: 
i        i  think — io  may  1  be  ;i  bride  ! 
That  so  much  laoghter,  so  mocb  \l. 

ThOQ  man  of  cra/\   tare  and  I  igh, 

Still  under  bleak  Misfortune'*  blasting  i 

I'd  to  thai  i-k  of  man  alive — 

To  make  three  guineai  <lo  th<  work  of  live  : 

M    fortune's  face     the  beldam  witch  ! 
merry,  tho'  t  be  rich. 


Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  U 
Wlio  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  aii 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  proji 
Measur'ft  in  desp  rate  thought — a  rope — thy  neck 
Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erbangs  the  d> 
■  it  to  meditate  lh<  I  i  ap : 
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Would'st  thou  be  cur'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf  ? 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'en  at  thyself : 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific, 
And  love  a  kinder — that's  your  grand  specific. 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise ; 
And  as  we  're  merry,  may  we  still  be  wise. 


[  *3  ] 


SONG  S. 


THE    f.r.  /    RIG. 
WHEN  o'er  the  lull  the  eastern  iter, 

!s  bughtio-time  is  near,  my  ' 

And  owsen  frae  the  roiroVd  field, 

Return  >ae  clout"  and  waai    ( 1 1 
Down  iiv  the  burn,  where  scented  birks 

Wi'  den  are  lear,  my  jo, 

I'll  meet  tin  e  c)n  the  tea-rig, 

M\  ain  kind  d 

In  mil  .  at  midnight  hour, 

1\!  rove,  and  ne'er  be  ei .  ie  (>, 
It'  thro*  that  glen  I  gaed  to  t 

My  am  kind  dearie  O- 
Altli  .Id, 

I'd  mi 

My  ain  kind  dearie  ( '■ 
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The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun, 

To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo  ; 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeks  the  glen, 

Along  the  burn  to  steer,  my  jo  ; 
Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  grey, 

It  maks  my  heart  sae  cheery,  O, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


TO     MARY. 

WILL  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore  ? 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar  ? 

0  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  the  orange, 
And  the  apple  on  the  pine ; 

But  a'  the  charms  o'  the  Indies,     • 
Can  never  equal  thine. 

1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 

I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true  ; 
And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me, 
When  I  forget  my  vow ! 


45 
o  plight  dm  your  faith,  my  M 

:  |  light  mi'  your  Lily  wlutt   hand  | 
lit  me  your  t'aitli,  mv  M 

Im  fore  1  leave  &  i  ao\ 

We  have  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

Id  mutual  ;iii<  <  Hon  to  join, 
And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part 

The  hour,  and  tlit:  moment  o'  tune!* 


•  XIuh  >.  ii  -  Mr    I  1 .1. in-«ii  lii-  nut  adopted   in  hit  collection. 

•  rred.  E. 
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MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING. 


SHE  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

I  never  saw  a  fairer, 

I  never  loe'd  a  dearer, 

And  neist  my  heart  I'll  wear  her, 

For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't, 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o't ; 
Wi'  her  Til  blythly  bear  it, 
And  think  my  lot  divine. 
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BONM  LEY. 


0  s  \\\  ye  bonnii  I  <  iley 

the  border  ? 
■ ,  like  Alexander, 

To   |  m  .id  ber  <<>: 

1  li.r  II  to  love  her. 

And  love  but  ber  : 

Mature  made  ber  what  she  is, 
And  ne'er  made  uc  anither  ! 

Tbou  art  ■  queen,  fair  1 

Tliy  subjects  \\c,  before  th> 
Thou  art  divii. 

Tbe  lu  .irts  i.'  mea  adore  thee. 

The  Dei!  he  could  M  smith  i 

(>r  aught  tliat  Vad  belang  tliee  ; 
He  M  look  into  thy  DOB] 

An  I  canna  wrung  tl 
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The  powers  aboon  will  tent  thee  ; 

Misfortune  sha'na  steer  thee; 
Thou'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely, 

That  ill  they  '11  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie  ! 
That  we  may  brag,  we  hae  a  lass 

There's  nane  again  sae  bonnie. 


HIGHLAND       MARY. 

Tune,  *  Katharine  Ogie.' 

YE  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around, 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  ! 
There  simmer  first  unfald  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry  ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 
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Ho*  iwi '  tly  bloom'd  the  ga;  irk, 

Hon  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom  ; 
nderneath  their  fragrant  shade, 

om  ! 
olden  linn 

'<  r  me  and  nay  deal 
I  ind  life, 

bland  Mary. 

\Yi'  mony  a  vow,  and  lock'd 

Our  pan  '  tender ; 

And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  oursels  asundi 
But  ()l> !  it'll  death's  untimely  fi  i 

Thai  nipt  my  flow  rly  ! 

!.  and  <   mid  's  the 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  ! 

O  pal.  ,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 
fondly  ! 

And  clos'd  tor  ay,  the  Bparkling  glance, 

That  dwelt  on  me  Me  khadlj  ! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  d\i 

That  heart  that  loe'd  me  dearly  ! 
But  Btill  within  ni\ 
Shall  live  inv 

Vol.111.  E 
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AULD    ROB    MORRIS. 


THERE  's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen, 
lie  's  the  king  o'  gude  fellows  and  wale  of  auld  men  ; 
lie  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  owsen  and  kine, 
And  ae  bonie  lassie,  his  darling  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May; 
She  's  sweet  as  the  cv'ning  amang  the  new  hay ; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea, 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e'e. 

But  Oh !  she's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and  yard  ; 
A  wooer  like  me  maunna  hope  to  come  speed, 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my  dead. 

The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings  me  nane  ; 
The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  rest  it  is  gane  : 
I  wander  my  lane  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist, 
And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my  breast. 
6 


51 

0(  bad  she  but  been  of : 
I  then  might  bae  bop'd  she  wad  unil'd  upon  no 
o,  ln>u  past  descriving  had  tin  n  been  my  bliss, 
As  now  my  distraction  no  words  i  ss  ! 


1)  i     (,i;.n 

DUNCAN  OB  \Y  cats  woo, 

//</,  hn,  the  wooing  <>'t. 
On  blythe  yule  night  when  we  were  fu', 

.  //</,  tie  wooing  oV, 
her  bead  iV  high, 

Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh, 

(iart  poor  Duncan  stand  abiegh; 

hu,  the  WOOtHg  o't. 

an  Seech'd,  and  Duncan  pray'd  ; 
//(/,  hit,  &C 

Duncan  ftigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Gra1  :'t  and  blin', 

u'  lowpin  o'er  a  linn  ; 
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Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to  bide, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quoth  he, 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  ; 
She  may  gae  tc — France  for  me  ! 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 

How  it  comes,  let  doctors  tell, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Meg  grew  sick — as  he  grew  heal, 

Ha,  ha,  &c 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings, 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings  ; 
And  O,  her  een,  they  spak  sic  things ; 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case, 

Ha,  ha,  &c. 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoor'd  his  wrath  ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
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8  0  s  G. 

TllilC,     '    1     MAD     A     llORSli. ' 


o  POORTITH  cauld,  and  n 

my  peace  betwei  a  ye ; 

"\  i  t  poortitfa  a*  I  could  : 

An'  'twere  na'  for  my  Jeanie, 
()  why  should  ive, 

li  untwining  ? 
Or  \\l.  i  a  flower  as  love, 

Depend  on  Fortune's  shining) 

altb  when  I  think  on, 
id  a'  the  lave  o*t ; 

OOWard  man, 
That  be  should  1><;  the  slave  o't. 

0  u/ii/,   &C. 

Her  em  Bae  bona-  blue  beti 

How 
But  ]  •  -  ber  o'erword  ay, 

rank  and  fashion, 
5c  c. 
J.  3 
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O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon, 
And  sic  a  lassie  by  him  ? 

O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon, 
And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 
0  why,  &c. 


How  blest  the  humble  cotter's  fate ! 

He  wooes  his  simple  dearie ; 
The  silly  bogles  wealth  and  state, 

Can  never  make  them  eerie. 
O  why  should  fate  sic  pleasure  have, 

Life's  dearer  bands  untwining  ! 
Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love, 

Depend  on  Fortune's  shining  ? 


OALLA     WATER 


I  HERE  'S  braw  braw  1. 
\  «•  wander  thro'  the  blooming  beatb 

But  Yarrow  I  WS, 

i  match  the  la^K  <>'  Gall) 

But  th< 

Aboon  them  a'  I  loe  him  better; 
And  1 11  be  his,  and  bell  be  mine, 
(I  o'  Galla  water. 

Alt!  lird, 

And  tho'  I  hae  oae  meikk  I 

rich  in  kindest,  tru< 

We'll  tent  <>ur  flocks  by  Galla  wi 

It  in  wealtli,  it  ne'<  r  wai  wealth, 

That  coft  contentment,  ; 

bonds  and  bliss  <>'  mutual  \a\ 
O  thai  warkfr  tn 
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LORD    GREGORY. 


O  MIRK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour, 

And  loud  the  tempest's  roar; 
A  waefu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tower, 

Lord  Gregory  ope  thy  door. 

An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha', 

And  a'  for  loving  thee  ; 
At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw, 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thou  not  the  grove, 

By  bonie  Invine-side 
Where  first  I  own'd  that  virgin-love 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied. 

How  aften  didst  thou  pledge  and  vow, 

Thou  wad  for  ay  be  mine  ; 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsel  sae  true, 

It  ne'er  mistrusted  thine. 


Hard  is  tli)  heart]  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  ifl  th\ 

Thou  d.nt  oflnav'n  tliat  Baahest  by, 
( )  wilt  thou  give  i  ' 

ring  thunders  from  above, 
Your  willing  victim  » 
But  spare,  and  pardon  my  faute  love, 

Hia  wrangi  to  heaven  and  me  ! 


MART     M OKI  SON 

TilllC,    '  BlBl     VE     M 


O   MARY,  at  thy  window  1 

It  ii  the  wiaVd,  the  trysted  hour; 
Tboee  imiles  and  glances  Let  me 

That  make  the  n.  poor 

How  blythly  wad  I  bide  the  Btoure, 

Min  tit  sun  ; 
1  I  the  rich  reward 
The   lovely  Mary  Morison. 
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Yestreen  when  to  the  trembling  string, 

The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha', 
To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 

I  sat,  but  neither  heard  or  saw  : 
Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw. 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a*  the  town, 
I  sigh'd,  and  said  amang  them  a', 

"  Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison." 


O  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  die ! 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his, 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee. 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie, 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown  ! 
A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


WANDERING     WILLIE. 


HERE  awa,  t!i.  re  aua,  wandering  Willie, 

n  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa  hjune; 
Come  to  my  bosom  my  ae  only  dearie, 
And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  mo  my  Willie  the 

I,(hh1  blow  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  parting; 

It  was  na  the  blaflt  brought  the  tear  in  in\ 

Now  m  Iconic  the  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie. 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Ye  hurricanes,  rest  in  the  cave  &  your  slumber?, 

O  how  your  wild  boiTOUrs  a  lover  alarms  : 
Awak(  n  \<  ly  ye  hillowt, 

And  watt  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

Hut  if  he's  forgotten  bis  faithfollest  Nanie, 

()  still  flow  between  us,  thou  wide  roar'ng  mam; 

1  never  s<  <  it,  may  1  di  \«  r  trow  it, 
But  dying  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain  ! 


60  burns'  poems; 


THE    SAME, 

As  altered  by  Mr.  Erskine  and  Mr.  Thomson. 

HERE  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 
Here  crtva,  there  awa,  haud  awa  hame, 

Come  to  my  bosom  my  ain  only  dearie, 

Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Winter-vi/ids  blexc  loud  and  can!  at  our  parting, 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e, 

Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 
As  simmer  to  nature,  so  Willie  to  me. 

Rest  ye  wild  storms  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers, 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms  ! 

Blow  soft  ye  breezes !  roll  gently  ye  billows  ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  oh  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nanie, 
Flow  still  between  us  thou  dark-heaving  main  ! 

May  1  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 

While  dying  I  think  that  my  Willie 's  my  ain. 


a  o  s 


On  h  hi*  usual  judgment,  adopted  tome  of 

these  alterations,   and   rejected  ut/icrs.      The   /a>t 
edition  it  tufollot 

HERE  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 
Here  awa,  th(  n  awa,  band  awa  bawe; 
Come  to  my  bosom  nay  ain  only  dearie, 
Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  tfa 

Winter-winds  blew  loud  and  canld  at  our  parting, 
!         :  ir  my  Willie  brouj  bl  tears  in  m 
Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  t<>  me. 

ye  wild  .storms,  in  the  C*VC  of  your  slum! 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms  ! 

And  wait  i  niair  to  my  ;inns. 

Name. 

How  still  between  us  thou  wide-roaring  main  ; 

May  I  i:  :.  may  I  never  trow  it, 

dying,  believe  that  my  Willie  's  my  ain. 
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OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH! 

WITH    ALTERATIONS. 

OH,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  Oh, 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I'll  ever  prove  true, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  Oh. 

Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek, 

But  caulder  thy  love  for  me,  Oh : 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart, 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee,  Oh. 

The  wan  rnoon  is  setting  behind  the  white  wave, 

And  time  is  setting  with  me,  Oh : 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  mair 

I'll  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  Oh. 

She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  wide, 
She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  Oh  : 

My  true  love  she  cried,  and  sank  down  by  his  side, 
Never  to  rise  again,  Oh. 


JESS1  /'. 

Tllll'  I-F.I.' 

TRUE  bearted  was  be,  the  sad  swam  o*  the  Yarrow, 

.And  fair  an-  the  maids  <m  the  bank  .  vr, 

But  by  the  sunt  tide  <>'  the  Nith*s  winding  river, 

An    lovi  tbfol,  and  mat  .r  : 

nil  seek  Scotland  all  ovi 
'1\>  equal  young .U ssi r  \nu  leek  it  m  vain; 
Once,  beaut  .m< ■•■  fetter  bar  lovi 

And  maidenly  model  i  chain. 


(),  fretb  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning, 

An  tin.-  lily  at  evening  do 

But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  yonn 

the  lily,  unheeded  ih« 
;  u  ber  smile,  a  wizard  ensnaring; 

Entbron'd  in  ber  een  be  delhn  ra  bis  law: 
And  t>t ill  to  ber  cna  ngcr ! 

Her  hkx!  nour's  tli«  jewel  of  a*. 
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WHEN  WILD  WAR'S  DEADLY  BLAST 
WAS  BLAWN. 

Air,    'The  mill  mill  0.' 

WHEN  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blawn, 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning. 

I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 

My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder ; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

1  cheery  on  did  wander. 

I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy  : 


■  01 

At  length  I  rcach'd  th< 
Win  re  earl)  I      ]         ted  ; 

11,  and  trysting  thorn, 
When  aft  I  < on  : 

1  I  but  my  ai  .:il, 

Down  by  her  mother' a  dw«  II 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  ; 
That  in  tny  <••  n  was  swellii 

WT  altered  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  I 

:i  hawthoi 
0  I  ha] 

'I'll.  no: 

My  puree  is  ! 
And  tain  wad  be  thy  lodj  i 
erv'd  my  king  and  country  1 
jer. 

And  lovelier  was  than  i 
Quo'  ance  1  lo'ed, 

Forget  him  shall  1  oev< 
Our  humble  cot,  and  han 

\  e  freely  shall  partake  it, 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  i 

iVre  nv«  Icom  o't. 

Vol.  III.  T 
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She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose — 

Syne  pale  like  ony  lily ; 
She  sank  within  my  arms  and  cried, 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? 
By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky — 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
1  am  the  man;  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I  'm  come  hame, 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted  ; 
Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we  're  rich  in  love, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quo'  she,  my  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailin  plenish'd  fairly  ; 
And  come,  my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

Thou  'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  ! 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor  ; 
But  glory  is  ihe  sodger's  prize, 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honor  ;    • 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger, 
Remember  he  's  his  country's  stay 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 
6 


(.    s. 


MEG    0'   THE    MILL 

hit,  * 0  BONIS  !•*•■•  WIU    fOU    mi    | 

()  KEN  ft  v.  ■  the  Mill  has  golt. 

An'  ken  ye  what  M  n  ? 

She  baa  gotten  ■  <  ool  wi'  i  claute  o'  tiller, 
And  broken  the  heart  u'  the  I  Her. 

The  Millt  :  Miller  was  ruddy; 

it  like  a  lord  and  a  hue  like  a  Lady: 
The  I. in  ■'■  Idiefu',  bleefit  knurl ; 

i  left  the  gude-fell  te  churl. 

The  Miller  he  bechl  her,  i  heart  leal  and  |oi 

Laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  mo\ 
A  fine  pacing-horse  wi'  a  cl<  l  bridle, 

saddle. 

O  war  on  the  iiilli  i 

And  wae  on  the  love  that  '•  lix'd  on  a  mailin  ! 
word  in  a  true  lov 

•  I  ! 


BURNS*    POEMS  ; 

S  0  N  G. 

Tune,   '  LiGcr.RAM  cosh.' 

BLYTI1E  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill, 

As  the  lambs  before  me ; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  free, 

As  the  breeze  flew  o'er  me : 
Now  nae  Linger  sport  and  play, 

Mirth  or  sang  can  please  me  ; 
Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy, 

Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 

Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task, 

Hopeless  love  declaring : 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glowr, 

Sighing,  dumb,  despairing  ! 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws, 

In  my  bosom  swelling ; 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod, 

Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 


SON 


S  o  .V  c. 

\T*K.' 


.  didst  tli 
That  i  my  Willi 

And  3  I  inn, 

in  to  the  simmer  sun. 
But  now  thy  Howry  ban!. 
[ike  drumlie  winter,  dark  and  dn 
W'lul'  lad  niaui: 

Far,  tar  t'rae.  me  and  Logan  1>: 

i  the  merry  month  </  V 
Has  hills  and  vall< 

- 

The  hers  hum  round  the  breath.i 
Wythe,  morning  lifts  bis  i 
And 

M\  bouI,  delightl( 
While  Willie  'l  aes. 


70  burns    poems; 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bush, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush  ; 
Her  faithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil, 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile  : 
But  I  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer, 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  days, 
While  Wiljie  's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 


O  wae  upon  you,  men  o'  state, 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate  ! 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return  ! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy, 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry ; 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days 
And  Willie  hame  to  Logan  braes  ! 


7  l 

IN  WTTHERSPOOH 
LECTION  OF 

Air,  •  II\  | 
"   O   CIN  my 

n  upon  tl 
I 
"  I;  to  bei  I 

*  lii  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night  j 

:lk-sat't  lauld- 

!  ill  flfv'd  awa  by  PheW  light" 

00  lilac  E 

\\ :"  purple  bloasi 

And  I,  a  bird  to  sliclt< 

Whei  :  on  my  little  v. 

How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude  ! 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  rcncsv'd.* 

■  -'re  :uluc*l 
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BON  IE     JEAN. 


THERE  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair, 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen, 

When  a'  the  fairest  maids  were  met, 
The  fairest  maid  was  bonie  Jean. 

And  ay  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wark, 
And  ay  she  sang  sae  merrilie  ; 

The  blythest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne'er  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys 
That  bless  the  little  lintwhite's  nest ; 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flowers, 
And  love  will  break  the  soundest  rest. 

Young  Robie  was  the  brawest  lad, 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  glen  ; 

And  he  had  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye, 
And  wanton  nagies  nine  or  ten. 


SON 

ste, 
He  danc'd  wi'Jeanie  on  tin-  down; 

And  1 

I  I.  i  h<  .nt  was  tint,  hei  Ifl  stown, 

As  in  the  bosom  o*  the  stream, 
Tin-  moon-beam  dwells  at  dewy  e'en  ; 

pair,  was  tender  love 

Within  the  bn  nie  Jean. 

And  now  she  works  bet  mammie's  wark, 
he  si^hs  wi'  care  and  pain; 
i  what  her  ail  might  he, 
Or  what  wad  mak  In  |  ,u. 

But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loup  tight, 
And  did  na  joy  blink  in  her 

hie  tauld  a  tale  o'  love 

I  'enia  on  the  lily  lea  ? 
Tin-  sun  was  sinking  in  the  wi 

The  lurds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove  ; 
His  che<  k  to  ben  he  fondly  i 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  talc  o'  love  : 


74<  burns'  poems  ; 

O  Jeanie  fair,  I  loe  thee  dear ; ' 
O  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me  ! 

Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot, 
And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi'  me  ? 

At  barn  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge, 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee ; 

But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells, 
And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi'  me. 

Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do  ? 

She  had  na  will  to  say  him  na : 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent, 

And  love  was  ay  between  them  twa. 


$  o  n  u  s.  75 


VIIILLIS    THE    FAIR. 

Tunc,  '  Robin  Adair.' 


WHILE  Uurki  with  little  wing, 

Finn'd  the  pure  air, 
Tasting  the  breathing  spring, 

Tor tli  I  did  fan-  : 
day  the  sun's  golden  eye, 

p*d  o'er  the  mountain!  high; 
Such  thy  mom  !  did  I  cry, 

Phillia  the  fair. 

In  each  bird's  careless  song, 

Glad,  I  did  share; 
While  yon  wild  (lowers  among, 

Chance  ted  me  tin 

Sweet  to  the  opening  day, 

.t  the  dewy  spray  ; 
SoCh  thy  bloom,  did  I  I 
Phillis  the  fair. 


burns    poems; 

Down  in  a  shady  walk, 
Doves  cooing  were, 

I  mark'd  the  cruel  hawk 
Caught  in  a  snare  : 

So  kind  may  Fortune  be, 

Such  make  his  destiny! 

He  who  would  injure  thee, 
Phillis  the  fair. 


SONG. 

To  the  same  Tune. 

HAD  I  a  cave  on  some  wild,  distant  shore, 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  waves'  dashing  roar : 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 
There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
'Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close, 
Ne'er  to  wake  more. 

Falsest  of  womankind,  canst  thou  declare, 
All  thy  fond  plighted  vows — fleeting  as  airi 
To  thy  new  lover  hie, 
Laugh  o'er  thy  perjury, 
Then  in  thy  bosom  try, 
What  peace  is  there  ! 


77 
S  o  \  o. 

Tunc,  •  Allah  water.' 


BY  Allan-stream  I  cbanc'd  to  rw 
While  Phoebus  sank  beyond  Benleddi*; 

winds  were  whispering  thru'  the  grove, 
The  yellow  corn  was  waving  ready; 
lover*i  sai 
;  thought  on  youthfu'  pli  mony; 

And  ay  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang — 
o.  dearly  do  I  lu'e  thee,  Annie. 

tppy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 
nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie  ; 
>w  stain  the  hour, 
The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie  ! 

Her  head  upOD  my  throbbing  bn 

••  l*m  thine  for  ever !" 
While  mony  a  kiss  the  seal  Unpn 
The  saered  vow,  we  ne'er  should  sever. 

•  A  mountain  west  of  Strut  high. 


78  burns'  poems  ; 

The  haunt  o'  spring's,  the  primrose  brae, 

The  simmer  joys  the  flocks  to  follow ; 
How  cheery,  thro'  her  shortening  day, 

Is  autumn  in  her  weeds  o'  yellow; 
But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  pleasure, 
Or  thro'  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart, 

Lifeer  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  treasure  ? 


WHISTLE,  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU, 
MY  LAD. 

O  WHISTLE,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad; 
O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad  : 
Tho'  father  and  mither  and  a'  should  gae  mad, 
O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent,  when  ye  come  to  court  me, 
And  come  nae  unless  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 
Syne  up  the  back-style  and  let  nae  body  see, 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me. 
And  come,  &c. 

0  'whistle,  SfC 


son  79 

At  k nk,  or  at  market  «■!>•  meet  me, 

s  tlio'  that  ye  car'd  DM  a  flic  ; 
Hut  steal  me  ;i  blink  <>'  your  boilic  black  < 
Yet  I'  wen  na  lookin  at  me. 

\'<  t  look,  &c. 
0  wkUtle, 


\v  and  protest  that  |  for  me, 

And  whiles  ye   may  lightly  my  \n  auty  a  wee; 

Bat  court  dm  wither,  tho'jokin  ye  be, 

For  fear  that  the  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 

Tor  I- 


SO  burns'  poems  ; 

SONG. 

Tune,  *  The  muckin  o'  Geordie's  byre.' 

A  DOWN  winding  Nith  I  did  wander, 

To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring ; 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander, 
Of  Phillis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 

chorus. 

Aaca  ici'  your  belles  a?id  your  beauties, 
'They  never  wi'  her  can  compare: 

Whacier  has  met  xci '  my  Phillis, 
lias  met  wi'  the  queen  o'  the  fair. 

The  daisy  amus'd  my  fond  fancy, 

So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild ; 
Thou  emblem,  said  I,  o'  my  Phillis, 

For  she  is  simplicity's  child. 
Awa,  §c. 

The  rose-bud's  the  blush  o*  my  charmer, 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  prest : 

How  fair  and  how  pure  is  the  lily, 
But  fairer  and  purer  her  breast. 
Juoa,  fyc. 


80KOS.  81 

Von  kDOt  <'i  fav  floweri  in  the  arbour, 
Thty  in  \  r  \vi'  my  I'hillis  CU  vie  : 

Her  breath  ia  the  breath  o*  the  woodbine, 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond',  her  eg 

,  8fC 


Her  voice  is  the  song  of  the  morning 

Thai  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreading 
When  Phoebui  r  the  mountains, 

ttd  pleasure,  and  love. 
lint  beauty  how  frail  and  how  fleeting, 

The  bloom  of  a  i i  t  > « •  summer's  day  ! 

While  worth  in  the  mind  O*  my  Phillis 

Will  Sourish  without  a  d<  c 


Vol.  III. 
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burns'  poems  ; 
SONG. 

Air,   •  Cauld  Kail.' 

•COME,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast, 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  vilest  dust 

The  warld's  wealth  and  grandeur  ; 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own, 

That  equal  transports  move  her  ? 
I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 


Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure  ; 
I'll  seek  nae  mair  o'  heaven  to  share, 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure  : 
And  by  thy  een,  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever  ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow, 

And  break  it  shall  I  never. 


DAINTY    DAVIE. 


NOW  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  ray,  gn  ea  spreading  bowers; 
And  row  comes  in  my  happy  hours, 
'['  wi'  my  Davie. 


CHOI 

Meet  »>"'  i"i  tie  warlock  I I 
Dninti/  Darir,  dainty  Davit\ 

I'll  siicnd  the  day  B**'  you, 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Dr. 


crystal  waters  round  us  i 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a', 
The  scented  breeses  round  us  blew, 
\  wandering  wi*  my  Davie. 

Meet  mi. 


St  burns'  poems  ; 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare, 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair, 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 
Meet  me,  SfC. 


When  day,  expiring  in  the  west, 
The  curtain  draws  o'  nature's  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  loe  best, 
And  that 's  my  ain  dear  Davie. 


CHORUS. 

Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe, 
Bonie  Davie,  dainty  Davie, 

There  I'll  spend  the  day  wi'  you, 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Davie. 


son  85 

S  0  N  G. 

Tunc,    '  Oban-oaoii..' 


BEHOLD  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive  ; 

Thm  thou  darling  of  mv  heart : 

mi  thee  can  I  win ivc, 
lint  fate  has  wiil'd,  ami  \vc  must  part, 

111  of  '!1, 

Yon  distant  isle  will  often  hail : 

••  E'en  In  it.  I  took  the  hist  farewell; 
"    1 .  marked  her  vanish'd  sail/ 


Along  the  solitary  -1 
While  flitl  round  me  crj 

Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar 
I'll  westward  turn  mv  wist! 

Happy,  thou  Indian  grove,  I'll  say, 
Where  now  mv  Nancy*!  path  may  he! 

While  thro'  l! 

0,  tell  me,  en  me! 

I 


1>6  BURNS    POEMS  ; 

SON  Q. 

Tune  '  Fee  him  father. 


THOU  hast  lef t  me  ever,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  left  me  ever, 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  left  me  ever. 
Aften  hast  thou  vowM  that  death,  Only  should  us  sever, 
Now  thou's  left  thy  lass  for  ay — I  maun  see  thee  never. 
Jamie, 
I'll  see  thee  never. 


Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  me  forsaken  : 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  me  forsaken, 
Thou  canst  love  anither  jo,  While  my  heart  is  breaking : 
Soon  my  weary  een  I'll  close— Never  mair  to  waken 
Jamie, 
Ne'er  mair  to  waken.. 


SONOfl,  8  r 


AULD    i.ixc    si'NE. 


SHOULD  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  initi'  ? 

•Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot. 

And  dayt  <•'  lang  syne  ? 


CHOB  0  S. 

uld  Umg  ti/iu;  7iiy  dear, 
For  auld  Umg 
We'll  take  a  cap  o  kindness  yet. 
lor  auld  lane  v 


We  twac  hae  run  ■about  the  bi 

And  put't  the 
lint  we  've  wand<  red  mony  a  weary  foot 

For  auld.  $  c. 


88  EUlvNS'   poejus; 

We  twae  hae  paidlet  i'  the  burn, 

Frae  mornin  sun  till  dine  : 
But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd, 

Sin  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  &c. 

And  here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fiere, 

And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine ; 
And  we'll  tak  a  right  gude  willie-wauglu. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  <!yc. 

And  surely  ye '11  be  your  pint-stowp, 

And  surely  I  '11  be  mine; 
And  well  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld,  SfC. 


lottos. 
BANNOCK-BURN. 

ROBBBT   BRUCF.'s   ADDRESS  TO   HIS   ARMY. 


I TS,  win  hae  wi'  Wallace  hied ; 

.  wham  Brace  has  alien  led ; 

Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 
Or  to  glorious  victorie. 

■■  dav,  and  DOw'f  the.  hour; 
»'  battle  lour; 
approach  proud  F.dward's  powcr- 

Edward  !  chains  and  ilaverie  ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 

Whi  can  (ill  a  coward's  gravi 

\\h  i  lave  ?  • 

Traitor  !   coward  !   turn  and  ft 

Wha  ;  and  law 

ord  will  raw, 

■mail  la*, 
Caledonian  !  on  wi'  me  ! 


(jO  burns'  poems; 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pains  ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains  ! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 
But  they  shall  be — shall  be  free ! 

Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low  ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  ; 
Liberty's  in  every  blow  ! 

Forward  !  let  us  do,  or  die  ! 


FAIR    JENNY. 

Tunc,    '  Saw  ye  my  father  :' 

WHERE  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning, 
That  danc'd  to  the  lark's  early  song  ? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ringr 
At  evening  the  wild-woods  among  ? 

No  more  a  winding  the  course  of  yon  river, 
And  marking  sweet  flowrets  so  fair  ? 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure,. 
But  sorrow  and  sad-sighing  care. 


H  O  S.  91 

(a  it  that  lummer'a  forsaken  our  valleys, 

And  >  ly  winter 

No,  DO,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  tlic  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide,  what  I  fear  to  din 

;   long,  h"  1  have  1   known  : 

Vll  that  lias  caused  thi.i  wreck  in  my  bosom, 
Is  Jenny,  fair  Jtnny  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  art1  immortal, 

Nor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow  : 
Come  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  ang 
Enjoyment  I'll  seek  in  my   1 


92  burns'  poems; 

SONG. 

Tune,    •  The  collier's  dochter.' 


DELUDED  swain,  the  pleasure 
The  fickle  Fair  can  give  thee, 

Is  but  a  fairy  treasure, 
Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee. 

The  billows  on  the  ocean, 
The  breezes  idly  roaming, 

The  clouds  uncertain  motion, 
They  are  but  types  of  woman. 

O  !  art  thou  not  ashamed, 

To  doat  upon  a  feature  ? 
If  man  thou  wouldst  be  named,. 

Despise  the  silly  creature. 

Go,  find  an  honest  fellow  ; 

Good  claret  set  before  thee  ; 
Hold  on  till  thou  art  mellow, 

And  then  to  bed  in  glory. 


9  O  H  O  8.  93 

S  0  X  ft 

Tunc,   '  The  quakfr's  wifs.' 


THINE  am  I,  nay  faithful  fair, 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nam 

Kv'rv  polM  al'  I  ins, 

l'.v'ry  roving  fancy. 

To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart, 
There  to  throb  and  languish  : 

'l'li..'  despair  had  wrung  its  con.', 

That  would  heal  its  an. 

Take  away  these  rosy  lips, 

Rich  with  balmy  treasure  : 
Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  love, 
i  I  die  with  pleasure. 

What  is  life  when  wanting  love  ? 

lit  without  a  morning: 
Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun, 

are  ::a_\  adorning.. 
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SONG. 

Tune,    '  Jo  Janet/ 


HUSBAND,  husband,  cease  your  strife, 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  sir  ; 
Tho'  I  am  your  wedded  wife, 

Yet  1  am  not  your  slave,  sir. 

"  One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

"  Nancy,  Nancy, 
"  Is  it  man  or  woman,  say, 

"  My  spouse  Nancy  ?" 

If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word, 

Service  and  obedience  ; 
I'll  desert  my  sov' reign  lord, 

And  so,  good  b'ye  allegiance  I 

u  Sad  will  I  be,  so  bereft, 

"  Nancy,  Nancy, 
M  Yet  I'll  try  to  make  a  shift, 
"  My  spouse  Nancy," 


•  0  K  •  8. 

hi   heart  tin  n  break  it  must, 
hour  I'm  near  it  : 

When  you  la\  dm  iu  tin-  dost, 

Think,  think  how  you  will  hear  it. 
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'•   I  will  DOJM  and  trust  in  II: 

"  Nancy,  Nai 
"  Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given, 

**  My  spouse  Nancy." 

Well,  s:r,   from  the  silent  dead, 
Still  I'll  try  to  daunt  you  ; 

round  your  midnight  bed 
Horrid  Sprites  shall  haunt  you. 


u   I'll  wed  another,  like  my  i 

"  Nancy,  Nancy  ; 
"  Then  all  lull  «ii]  fly  for  U 

*  My  spouse,  Nancy." 


96  burns'  poems  ; 

SONG. 

Air,    '  The  sutor's  dochteh. 


WILT  thou  be  my  dearie : 

When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart, 

Wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  : 

By  the  treasure  of  my  soul. 

That 's  the  love  I  bear  thee  ! 

I  swear  and  vow' that  only  thou 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me ; 

Or  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  ain,     , 

Say  na  thou'lt  refuse  me  : 

If  it  winna,  canna  be, 

Thou,  for  thine  may  chuse  me, 

Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die, 

Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me. 

Lassie  let  me  quickly  die, 

Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me. 


SONGS.  $7 


BANKS    OF    CREE. 


HERE  is  the  glen,  and  lure  the  bower, 

All  underneath  the  birchen  shade; 
The  village-bell  has  told  the  hour, 

O  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  ? 

Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

but  the  balmy-breathing  gale; 
Mixt  with  some  warbler's  dying  lull 
The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear ! 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grove, 
His  little,  faithful  mate  to  ch< 

At  dirt  'tis  music — and  'tis  love. 

And  art  thou  come  !   and  art  thou  true 
( )  welcome  dear  to  love  and  me  ! 

And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew, 
Along  the  flowery  banks  of  Crec. 

Vol.  HI.  11 
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VERSES  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  WITH  A 
PRESENT  OF  SONGS. 


HERE,  where  the  Scottish  muse  immortal  lives, 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  join'd, 

Accept  the  gift ;  tho'  humble  he  who  gives. 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffian  feeling  in  thy  breast, 
Discordant  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among ; 

But  peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest, 
Or  love  extatic  wake  his  seraph  song. 

Or  pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears, 

As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals ; 

While  conscious  virtue  all  the  strain  endears, 
And  heaven-born  piety  her  sanction  seals. 


SON 

ON  THE  SEAS  AND   FAR   AW  AH 

Tunc,   '  O'eb  the  hills/  &c. 


HOW  can  my  poor  lienrt  be  glad, 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ; 
How  can  I  the  thought  fori 

•■.  to  meet  the  foe  : 

Let  dm  winder,  let  me  i 
Still  my  heart  is  with  my  lo 

itly  dreami  and  thoughts  by  day 
Are  with  him  that's  far  away. 

ciioki  -.. 
On  tit  MSI  and  far  away. 
On  stormy  stas  and  Jar  a-uai/  ; 

\tly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day 
■Ire  ai/  with  him  that 's  far  away. 

When  in  summer's  noon  I  faint, 
As  weary  Hocks  around  me  pant, 
Haply  in  this  scorching  sun 
My  tailor 'e  thund'ring  at  his  gun  : 
Bullets,  spare  my  onlv  joy! 
Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy  ! 
u  2 
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Fate  do  with  me  what  you  may, 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away! 
On  the  seas,  S;C 

At  the  starless  midnight  hour, 

When  winter  rules  with  boundless  power; 
As  the  storms  the  forest  tear, 
And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air, 
Listening  to  the  doubling  roar, 
Surging  on  the  rocky  shore, 
All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray, 
For  his  weal  that 's  far  away. 
On  the  sens,  «yc. 

Peace  thy  olive  wand  extend, 
And  bid  wild  war  his  ravage  end, 
Man  with  brother  man  to  meet, 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet : 
Then  may  heaven  with  prosp'rous  gales, 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails, 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey, 
My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas,  4  c« 
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S  0  .v  a. 

Till!' 

'IUS. 
CV  '  fo  the  km 

!)■<■  tin-  heather    • 
them  whan  thr  burn 

Mi  ric. 

1 1  ARK,  the  ra 

Soui  >ods  amanj 

Then  a.  fauldic 

.lit-. 
('</'  the,  . 

n  by  Clou  ! 
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1'"  the  moon  rly, 
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icwy  bending  flowt 

. 
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Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear ; 
Thou  'rt  to  love  and  heaven  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near, 
My  bonie  dearie. 
Ca'  the,  Sf-c. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art, 
Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart  ; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part, 
My  bonie  dearie. 
Ca'  the,  SfC 


SHE  SAYS  SHE  LO'ES  ME  BEST  OF  A' 

Tune,  *  Onagh's  water-fall.' 

SAE  flaxen  were  her  ringlets, 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitchingly  o'er-arching 

Twa  laughing  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
Her  smiling  sae  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his  woe  ; 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow  : 
Such  was  my  Chloris'  bonnie  face, 

When  first  her  bonnie  face  I  saw. 
And  ay  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm, 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 
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Like  harmony  her  motion; 
Her  pretty  ancle  is  •  spy 
Betraying  fair  proportion, 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  sky. 

m  arming,  sac  charm 

Her  faatlen  form  and  gracefu'  air; 
Ilk  feature— euld  nature 

Declared  that  she  could  do  nae  mair: 
lit  r's  are  tho  willing  chains  o'  loi 

By  conquering  beauty*)  n  law ; 

And  ay  my  ("Moris'  dearest  charm, 
Iocs  me  best  of  a'. 

love  the  city,  ' 
And  gaudy  shew  at  sunny  noon  ; 

Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon 

Fair  beaming,  and  streaming, 
1I«  r  silver  light  the  boughs  amangj 

While  falling,   recalling, 

The  amorous  thrush  conclu 
Then  ('Moris,  wilt  thou  i 

By  wimpling  burn  and  leery  fthaw, 
And  hear  my  VOW«  o'  truth  and  1. 
\ml  say  thou  Iocs  me  best  of  a'. 


N  4 
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SAW  YE   MY   PHELY. 

(Quasi  dicat  Phillis) 

Tune,  'When  she  cam  ben  she  bobbit' 


O  SAW  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
She's  down  i'  the  grove,  she's  wi'  a  new  love. 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  forgot, 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee  her  Willy. 

O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ! 
O  had  I  neer  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ! 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou's  fair, 
Thou'6  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  Willy. 


Tunc,  '  Cauld  k  mi.  is   Anir.n 
HOW   tang  and  dreary  is  the  night, 

When  I  am  frae  mv  dearie ; 
•.less  lie  frae  e'en  to  mum, 

'l'liough  I  were  ne'  iry. 

cnoi 

r  oh,  her  lunely  nights  are  lang ; 
And  oh,  her  dreams  are  en 
.■hid  oh,  her  vidou'd  heart  is  sail , 
That's  absent frac  her  dearie. 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 

at  wi'  thee,  mv  dearie ; 
And  now  what  ■.-. e<  n  us  i 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie. 
Fur  uh,  , 

How  slora  .  ye  heavy  hours  ; 

Thejoyleea  day  bow  dreary  : 
It  was  in  inted  by. 

When  1  waa  wi'  my  dearie. 

■  ok.   Ac. 
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SONG. 

Tune,  '  Duncan  Gray.' 

LET  not  woman  e'er  complain, 

Of  inconstancy  in  love  ; 
Let  not  woman  e'er  complain, 

Fickle  man  is  apt  to  rove  ; 

Look  abroad  through  nature's  range, 
Nature's  mighty  law  is  change  ; 
Ladies  would  it  not  be  strange, 
Man  should  then  a  monster  prove 


Mark  the  winds,  and  mark  the  skies  ; 

Ocean's  ebb,  and  ocean's  flow  : 
Sun  and  moon  but  set  to  rise, 

Round  and  round  the  seasons  go  : 

Why  then  ask  of  silly  man, 
To  oppose  great  nature's  plan  ? 
We  '11  be  constant  while  we  can — 
You  can  be  no  more  you  know. 
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THE  LOVER'S  MOWING  SALUTE  TO 
ills  MISTRESS, 

Tunc,  '  Dbil  tax  the  w\; 

5LREFST  thou.  01  wak'st  thou  fairest  crefttl 

morn  now  lifts  hi* 
Numbering  ilka  hud  which  nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy  : 
Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 
And  by  the  reeking  floods  ; 
Wild  nature's  tenant  .  gladly  stray  j 

The  lintwhite  in  his  bower 
Chants,  o'er  the  breathing  flower  : 
The  lav'roek  to  the  sky 

\  tcendi  wi*  "\", 

While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  day, 

Phoebus  gilding  the  brow  o'  morn 
nithee  ilk  darksome  shade, 

Nature  gladdening  and  adomi 
v  lovely  maid. 

When  absent  frae  my  fair, 

The  murky  shades  o'  c 
With  starl-  iv  sullen  sky  ; 
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But  when,  in  beauty's  light, 
She  meets  my  ravish'd  sight, 
When  through  my  very  heart' 
Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
'Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light  and  joy. 


THE    AULD    MAN. 

BUT  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green 

The  woods  rejoic'd  the  day, 
Thro'  gentle  showers  the  laughing  flowers 

In  double  pride  were  gay  : 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled, 

On  winter  blasts  awa  ! 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array, 

Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 

But  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  age  ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  beild, 

Sinks  in  time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh,  age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain  ! 
Thou  golden  time  o'  youthfu'  prime, 

Why  corn'st  thou  not  again  ! 


s  o 

it  on  nit  cold  onouvo.' 


MY  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves, 
The  primrose  bunks  how  t';iir : 
balmy  gal  the  flowers, 

And  wave  tin  flaxen  hair. 

The  lav'rock  shuns  the  pfl 

And  o'er  tli»>  cottage  sings  : 
For  uatu  en, 

To  shepherds  us  to  kings. 

sweep  the  skilfu'  string 
In  lordly  lighted  ha1 : 
The  shepherd  simple  reed, 

Blithe,  in  the  birken  shaw. 

The  princely  revel  may  survey 
Our  rustle  dai  >rn; 

But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  onrs 
:ath  tlie  milk-white  thorn  ? 
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The  shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glen, 
In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo  : 

The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale, 
But  is  his  heart  as  true? 

These  wild-wood  flowers  I've  pu'd,  to  deck 
That  spotless  breast  o'  thine. 

The  courtier's  gems  may  witness  love — 
But  'tis  na  love  like  mine. 


SONG, 

ALTERED  FROM  AN  OLD  ENGLISH  ONE. 

IT  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flow'rs  were  fresh  and  gay, 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day, 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe ; 

From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose, 
•Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose, 
And  o'er  the  flowery  mead  she  goes, 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 


SONGS.  Ill 


CHORUS. 


u  the  by  tic  (l<ivn, 

I     :ithj\d  Ckloe,  charming  Chloe 
Tripping  o'er  r/ic  pearl;/  iirun, 
The  i/outliful,  charming  Ch/oc. 

The  featherM  people,  you  might  see 

l'd  all  around  on  every  I 
In  nod  s  cit"  bwi  !ody 

They  hail  the  charming  Chloe ; 

Till,  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, 
The  gloriooi  sun  began  to  rise, 
Out-rivall'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 
Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

Lovely  was  she,  iyc 
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LASSIE  WI'  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS. 

Tune,  '  Rotiiemurchl's  rant.' 


CHORUS. 

Lassie  xci'  the  lint-white  locks, 

Bonnie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks, 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  0  ? 

NOW  nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea, 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee  ; 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joy  wi'  me, 
And  say  thou  'It  be  my  dearie  O  ? 

Lassie  wi',  fyc. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer-shower, 
lias  chear'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower, 
We'll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bovver 
At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie  O. 

Lassie  wi',  §c. 


HO  Si  (13 

Win  n  Cyntbia  LigbtSj  wi'  silver  raj , 
The  weary  sh<  arer'a  bamewait]  way  ; 
Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  well  stray, 
I  talk  o'  love,  my  deai  ie  < >. 
hunt  tti'f  i 

And  when  the  bowling  wintry  bhut 
Disturba  my  lassie's  midnight  rt.st; 
Enclasped  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
I'll  comfort  thee,  my  dearie  O. 

Ltttk  wi'  the  Unt-vJiite  locks, 

lion  ie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 
Will  thou  wi*  me  tent  the  flocks. 

II' ill  thou  be  mi/  dearie  0, 


S  O  X  G. 

'  Nancy's  to   nil   D  US*  WOO  Pi 


FAREWELL  thou  stream  that  winding  flows 

Around  Eliza's  dwelli: 
O  mem'ry !  spare  the  cruel  throes 

Within  my  bosom  swelling: 
Vol.  III.  I 
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Condemn'd  to  drag  a  hopeless  chain, 

And  yet  in  secret  languish, 
To  feel  a  fire  in  ev'ry  vein, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknown, 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover  : 
'The  bursting  sigh,  th'  unweeting  groan, 

Betray  the  hapless  lover. 
I  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair, 

Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 
But  oh,  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer, 

Tor  pity's  sake  forgive  me. 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard, 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes  yet  nothing  fear'd, 

'Till  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me. 
The  unwary  sailor  thus  aghast, 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing  ; 
'.Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 

In  overwhelming  ruin. 


I  ! 


D  I 

1  "tie,  '  Tin    sow'g  i 


nr.. 
0  PHILLY,  happy  be  that  day 
When  roving  throu  thcr'd  hav 

My  youthfu'  heart  waa  stown  ai 
And  bj  thy  charms,  my  Philly. 

0  \\  illy,  ay  I  bleu  the  grove 
Where  first  I  own'd  my  maiden 
Whilst  tliou  didst  pledge  the  pov 
To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 

HE. 

the  early 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  fa 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  d 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 

r  the  budding  i 
Still  richer  breath 
s,)  »n  .  i  bosom  grows 

I  bear  my  Willy. 
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HE. 

The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky, 
That  crown  my  harvest  cares  wi'  joy, 
Were  ne'er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  o'  Philly. 

SHE. 

The  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 
Tho'  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring, 
As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 

HE. 

The  bee  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower, 
Compar'd  wi'  my  delight  is  poor, 
Upon  the  lips  o'  Philly. 

SHE. 

The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
When  evening  shades  in  silence  meet, 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 
As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 

HE. 

Let  fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin, 
And  fool's  may  tyne,  and  knaves  may  win ; 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane, 
And  that 's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 


sn  I.. 

What'i  ;i'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie  ! 

M  wealth  ;i  single  Mi'1  ; 

The  lad  I  love  '■  the  lad  for  • 

And  that  "s  my  ain  dear  Willy. 


s  o  iv  a. 

Tnnr,  '  Lumps  o'  pudding.' 

-  IT.N  IT. I)  wi'  little,  And  cantie  wi'  mair, 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi'  Borrow  and  rare, 
I  gif  them  a  skein,  aa  they  're  en  epin  alang, 

iVi'  a  cog  o'  glide  swats,  and  an  auld  Scottish  Bang. 


1 


I  whyles  claw  tlic  oIjow  o'  troublesome  thou 
soger,  am.  life  is  a  taught  : 
mirth  and  gude  humour  arc  coin  in  my  pouch, 
uy  Fredom's  my  lairdship  aae  monarch  dare  touch. 

trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa', 
.    f«  Uowship  sowthera  it 
n  at  the  blythe  end  of  our  journey  at  ! 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  lie  1k;>  past. 
I  S 
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Blind  chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her  way ; 
Be 't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae  : 
Come  ease,  or  come  travail ;  come  pleasure,  or  pain  ; 
My  warstword  is — "Welcome,  and  welcome  again!" 


CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  MY  KATY'. 

Tune,  '  Roy's  wife.' 
CHORUS. 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart, 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 

IS  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard, 

Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  ? 
Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 

An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katy  ? 
Canst  thou,  SfC 

Farewell !  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy  ! 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear — 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 
Canst  thou,  fyc. 
6 


1  If) 
MV    X  S    AW  A. 

Tune,    '  Titrnr  .    inc. 

NOW  in  !:  mantle  blythe  nature  an 

And  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  o'<  i 

While  birds  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  Bhaw  ; 

But  to  me  it's  delightless — • 

The  snaw-drap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adorn, 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  morn; 
I        pain  my  tad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw, 
They  mind  me  i 

Thou  laverock  that  n  of  the  lawn 

shepherd  to  warn  o'  th<  vn, 

And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night-fa', 
over  for  pitj — my  Nan 

autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  : 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  <>'  nal 

lark,  drew  ,  and  wild-driving  snaw. 

can  delight  me — now  I 


I  4 
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FOR   A'   THAT  AND  A'    THAT. 


IS  there,  for  honest  poverty 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that ; 
The  coward-slave,  we  pass  him  by, 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Our  toils  obscure,  and  a*  that, 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp, 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

| 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin  grey,  and  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  Avine, 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a'  that ; 
The  honest  man,  though  e'er  sae  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that. 

Ye  see  yon  birkie,  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  struts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that ; 

Though  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 
He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that : 


SON        '  111 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  t hut, 

ribband,  star,  sod  a'  that, 

man  of  independent  mind, 
IK-  looks  and  laughl  at  a'  that. 

A  prince  can  niak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 

Hut  an  honest  men's  aboon  Ins  might, 

God*  faith  he  mauna  fa'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a1  that, 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that, 
Th«  pith  <>'  sense,  and  pride  O*  worth, 

Arc  higher  ranks  than  a'  that 

Then  let  us  pray  that  conic  it  may, 
As  conic  it  will  for  a'  that, 

That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 
May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  tlmt. 

For  a'  that,   and  a'  that, 

It's  coming  yet  tor  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  I 

Shall  brothers  be  for  u'  tlmt. 
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SONG. 

Tune,  '  Craigie-burn-wood.' 


SWEET  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigie-burn, 
And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow, 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing  ; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please, 
And  care  his  bosom  wringing. 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart, 

Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart, 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  t'hou  refuse  to  pity  me, 

If  thou  shalt  love  anither, 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade'frae  the  tree. 

Around  my  grave  they  '11  wither. 


SONG. 

Tuno,  'Lit  me  im  tiii»  ae  vioht.' 


()  LASSIE,     it  thou  -1<  oping  yet, 

it  thou  wnkin,  I  would  wit, 

For  love  baa  bound  me,  hand  and  foot, 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

CHORUS. 

m  this  </<'  nighty 
This  in,  l#; 

For  pity's  take  this  at  m 

■  and  let  MM  in,  jo. 

'lhou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  and 

tar  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet ; 
Tak  pity  on  my  w 
And  shield  me  fine  the  ram,  Jo. 

O  let  me  in,  4 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws 

Unheeded  bowls,  unheeded  fa's; 
The  cauldneai  o*  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 
.'  MM  in,   %C, 
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HER    ANSWER. 
O  TELL  na  me  o'  wind  and  rain, 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain, 
Gae  baek  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

CHORUS. 

I  tell  you  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night  ; 
And  ancefor  a'  this  ae  night, 

I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

The  snellest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours, 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours, 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 
I  tell  you  now,  fye. 

The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed  : 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 
/  tell  you  now,  §c. 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  summer-day, 
Is  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey; 
Let  witless,  trusting,  woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo. 
I  tell  you  now,  §c. 
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4DDRESS  TO  THE  HOOD-LARK. 

Tunc,    'Win  it  >  Ann   141.' 

Or,  '  LocHEnocir  »id*.' 

O  STAY,  tweet  warbling  wood-lark  stay, 
Nor  quit  for  nit,'  the  trembling  spray, 

A  hapten  lover  courta  thy  lay, 
Thy  soothing  fond  complaining. 

Again,  again  that  tender  part, 
That  I  may  catch  thy  inciting  art  ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 
Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

liy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  <  ind  ? 

Oh.  DOcht  hut  love  and  sorrow  join'd, 
:otes  o'  woe  could  wauken. 

Thou  telle  0*  never-ending  care; 

Lea  grief,  and  dark  despair  : 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  nmir  ! 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  ! 
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ON  CHLORIS  BEING  ILL. 

Tune,  '  Ay  wakin  o.' 

CHORUS. 

Long,  long  the  night, 
Heavy  comes  the  morrow, 

While  my  soul's  delight, 
Is  on  her  bed  of  sorroxc. 

CAN  I  cease  to  care  ? 

Can  I  cease  to  languish, 
While  my  darling  fair 

Is  on  the  couch  of  anguish  ? 
Long,  SfC. 

Every  hope  is  fled, 

Ev'ry  fear  is  terror  ; 
Slumber  even  I  dread, 

Every  dream  is  horror. 
Long,  S)C. 

Hear  me,  pow'rs  divine  ! 

Oh,  in  pity  hear  me  ! 
Take  aught  else  of  mine, 

But  my  Chloris  spare  me  ! 
Long,  fyc. 


•  on  1?7 

s  o  J9  Q. 

Tunc,  '  IIuMoins  op  Glen.' 


THEIR  grove*  o' sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  lummen  exalt  the  - 
me  yon  V 

Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow  broom  : 

on  humble  broom  bowi  i 
Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly 

'irre,  lightly  tripping  uuiang  the  wild  flow 
A  listening  the  linnet,  aft  wand.  an. 

Tho'  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay  sunny  valh  i 
Ami  cauld,  (  ive  ; 

Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud 
palace, 

What  are  they?  The  haunt  <>'  the  tyrant  and  slave! 
Tin  ,  and  gold-bubbling  founta:; 

The  brave  Caledonian  views  \\\    disdain  ; 
Ho  waml<  the  winds  of  his  mountains, 

Save  Love'l  willing  fetters,  the  chains  o'  his  Jean. 
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5  0  N  G. 

Tune,  '  Laddie  lie  near  me.' 


'TWAS  na  her  borne  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin ; 
Fair  tho'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  undoing  : 
'Twas  the  dear  smile  when  naebody  did  mind  us, 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me  ; 
But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever, 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 

Mary,  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sincerest, 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  the  dearest ! 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter, 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter. 


I  o  \  (•  s.  |M 

'LTERED  FROM  AN  oh)  ENGLISH  SO 

lunc,     '  John   An  D]  MOS 

now  cruel  art  tin-  pan 

Who  richea  only  prize, 
And  to  ilif  wealthy  booby* 

Poor  woman  sacrifice. 
Meanwhile  the  ha]  liter 

II. is  but  a  choice  i 
bun  a  tyrant  lather's  hate, 

Become  a  wretched  v. . 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing, 

The  trembling  dove  thus  t!.< 
To  shun  impelling  ruin 

A  while  her  pinions  tries  ; 
Till  of  escape  despairing, 

No  shelter  or  retreat, 

She  trusts  the  rail.  aT) 

And  drops  beneath  hit  . 


Voi.  III. 
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SONG. 

Tuue,  •  Deil  tak  the  wars.' 

MARE  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion, 

Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride  : 
But  when  compar'd  with  real  passion. 

Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 

What  are  their  showy  treasures  r 

What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  ? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art : 

The  polish'd  jewel's  blaze, 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze, 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright, 

Tire  fancy  may  delight, 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart. 

But^did  you  see  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array ; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  is, 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 

O  then,  the  heart  alarming, 

And  all  resistless  charming, 
In  Love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  the  willing  soul ! 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Even  Av'rice  would  deny 

His  worshipp'd  deity, 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein  Love's  raptures  roll. 


8  airi 

liiii"',     '  Tmi    i  -    (TO    my    \i\    in. 
CHORUS. 

()  this  is  no  mi/  ain  lassie, 
Fair  thu   the  lassie  be  ; 

eel  hen  I  mi/  ain  lassie, 
Kind  love  is  in  her  t'e. 

I  SEE  ;i  form,  1  ■ 

6]  may  wi'  the  bun 

It  wants,  t<>  me,  the  witchin 
The  kind  lore  that  a  in  hej 

0  this  is  no,  S  e. 

bonnie,  blooming,  straight  and  tall, 
Ami  laog  lias  had  my  lit  art  in  thrall; 
And  ay  it  charms  my  very  Mul, 

The  kind  love  that's  in  ha  i 

O  this  is  no,   , 
A  thief  sae  pawkie  i->  my  .lean, 

teal  a  blink,  by  a'  unsi  I 
But  :  bt  arc  lo' 

When  kind  love  is  in  the  » 
0  this  is  no,  A  c. 
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It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks, 
It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks ; 
But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that 's  in  her  e'e. 
0  this  is  no,  fyc. 


TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 
SCOTTISH  SONG. 

NOW  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green, 

And  strew'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers  ; 
The  furrow'd,  waving  corn  is  seen 

Rejoice  in  fostering  showers  ; 
While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 

Their  sorrows  to  forego, 
O  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  of  woe ! 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  burn 

Glides  swift,  a  silver  dart, 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn 

Defies  the  angler's  art : 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  stream, 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam, 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 


The  little  ili)\v'nt*s  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows, 
Which  save  the  linnet's  Might,  I  v 
ruder  visit  ki; 

mine  ;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past, 
And  blighted  a'  my  bloom, 
And  now  beneath  the  withering  blast 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lav'rork  warbling  springs 

And  climbs  the  early  sky, 

Winnowing  blytbe  her  dewy  wings 
In  mornii 

As  little  reckt  I  sorrow's  power, 

Until  the  tluwerv  snare 
O'  witching  love,  in  luckless  hour, 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  i 

O  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows, 

Or  Afric's  burning  /one. 
Wi'  man  and  nature  league!  my  fi 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known! 
Tin'  wn  tch  H  base  doom  is,  "  hope  nee  niuir," 

What  tongue  bit  woi  s  can  tell ! 

Within  wh.  pair, 

B  kinder  Spirits  dwell. 
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SCOTTISH    SONG. 


O  BONNIE  was  yon  rosy  brier, 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  o'  man  ; 

And  bonnie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear  ! 
It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun. 

Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew 

How  pure,  amang  the  leaves  sae  green  ; 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witness'd  in  ther  shade  yestreen. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower, 

That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair ! 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  burn, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine  ; 

And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorn, 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


I3J 


11  II II  TEN  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  his  Poems 
nted  to  a   lady,  idiom  lie  had  often  eelehrattd 
under  the  name  ofCUoTU. 


"lis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  yoofjg|fair  friend, 

\  >r  thou  the  gift  refii 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend  Y 

The  moralizing  m 

Since  thou,  in  all  thy  youth  and  chan. 

Must  bid  the  world  adi 

(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms) 
To  join  the  friendly  lew. 

Since,  thy  gay  morn  of 

'.  1  came  tl  t'a  lour ; 

(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  !•'. 

Did  nip  b  fairer  flower. 

Sine 

I  much  is  left  behind ; 
Still  nobler  wealth  h-i^t  thou  in  st< 

fort*  of  the  mind  ! 

K    ^ 
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Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow, 
On  conscious  honour's  part ; 

And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  below, 
Thine  friendship's  truest  heart. 

The  joys  refin'd  of  sense  and  taste, 
With  every  muse  to  rove  : 

And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest 
These  joys  could  he  improve. 


ENGLISH    SONG. 

Tune,  '  Let  me  in  this  ae  night.' 

FORLORN,  my  love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  far  from  thee  I  wander  here ; 
Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe 
At  which  I  most  repine,  love. 

CHORUS. 

0  inert  thou,  love,  but  near  me, 
But  near,  near,  near  me; 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  me, 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love. 


137 

Around  me  icowla  ;i  wit 

That  biatti  eat  li  bud  of  bope  rod  i 

And  shelter,  ihade,  nor  borne  bavi   I, 

e  in  tbese  arms  of  thine,  love. 

0  wertf  iVf. 

Coldi  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part, 
To  poison  fortune's  ruthless  dart  — 
Let  me  not  break  tliy  faithful  bears, 

And  say  lli.it  f;ite  is  mine,  lore. 

0  wert, 

Rut  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  y<  t  shall  matt  I 

That  only  ray  of solaee  sweet 

I  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love. 

0  uert,  <$  c. 
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SCOTTISH    BALLAD. 

Tunc,  'The  Lothian  lassie.' 

LAST  May  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  the  lang  glen, 
And  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deave  me ; 

I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  like  men, 

The  deuce  gae  wi'  m,  to  believe  me,  believe  me, 
The  deuce  gae  wi'  m,  to  believe  me. 

He  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonie  black  e'en, 
And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  was  dying  ; 

I  said  he  might  die  when  he  liked,  for  Jean, 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying,  for  lying, 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying ! 

A  wcel-stockcd  mailen,  himsel  for  the  laird, 
And  marriage  aff  hand,  were  his  proffers  : 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kend  it,  or  car'd, 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers,  waur  offers, 
But  thought  1  might  hae  waur  offers. 

But  what  wad  ye  think  ?  in  a  fortnight  or  less, 
The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her  ! 

lie  up  the  lang  loan  to  my  black  cousin  Bess, 

Guess  ye   how,  the  jad  !    I  could  bear  her,  could 

bear  her, 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jad  !    I  could  bear  her. 


.  I  s. 

But  u'  the  niest  wi'i  k  as  I  fretted  wi'care, 

l    aed  to  the  trytte  o'  Dalgarnock, 
Ami  wha  but  mj  fine  fickle  h>\<  r  was  there, 

1  glowr'd  en  a  warlock,  u  warlock, 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  teen  a  warloi  k. 

Nut  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  bim  a  blink, 
Least  neebors  might  say  I  was  laucy; 

.1  been  in  drink, 
And  vow'd  I  was  Ins  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie, 
And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  1.. 

ier*d  for  my  cousin  nV  couthy  and  swret, 
Gin  she  bad  I  ber  beario, 

bow  her  new  shoon  tit  her  auld  ihackl't  f( 
But,  heavens  !  how  be  fell  a  swearin,  a  swearin, 
But,  heavens  !  how  he  tell  a  -wearm. 


lie  begged,  for  Gudeaake  !  I  wad  he  his  wife, 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow  : 

'en  to  preeervt  the  poor  body  in  life 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow, 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow. 
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FRAGMENT. 


Tunc,  '  The  Caledonian  hunt's  delight. 


WHY,  why  tell  thy  lover, 
Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy ; 

Why,  why  undeceive  him, 
And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie. 


O  why,  while  fancy,  raptured,  slumbers, 
Chloris,  Chloris  all  the  theme, 

Why,  why  wouldst  thou  cruel 
Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream. 


s  1 1  N  r.  s .  Ill 

HEY  FOB  A  LASS  WV  A  TOi  HER, 

I  \  A  MON  \     (ill   \.' 

AWA  wi'  your  wit»  luratt  o*  beauty's  alarm*, 
i       lender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  armi : 
tie  the  lass  thai  has  acn  •  o'  charm 
ie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  forma, 

<  bob  i  I. 

it  he  it,  for  a  lau  m'  a  tocher,  (hen  hcii  fur  a  hts.s 
I  tocher. 
Then  luii,  fur  a  last  m'  a  tocher ;  the  nice  yelkm 
guineas  for  me. 

Your  beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows, 
And  withen  the  faster,  the  fatter  it  gro 
But  the  rapturous  charm  <>'  | 
Ilk  spring  they  're  n 

Then  luu,  ,\  (•. 

And  e'en  when  this  beauty  your  bosom  has  bit 
The  brightest  o'  beauty  may  cloy,  when  poi 
But  the  sweet,  y<  How  darlin;  rdie  Impn 

The  langer  yi  hae  them — the  mair  they're  can 
Then  key, 
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SONG. 

Tune,  'Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa,  HINEY. 
CHORUS. 

Here's  a  health  to  anc  I  lo'e  dear, 

Here's  a  health  to  one  I  lo'e  dear ; 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  meet 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy  ! 

ALTHOUGH  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Although  even  hope  is  denied ; 
'Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing 

Than  aught  in  the  world  beside — Jessy  ! 
Here's  a  health,  fyc. 

I  mourn  thro'  the  gay,  gaudy  day, 
As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  thy  charms  ; 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber, 
For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thy  arms— Jessy  ! 
Here's  a  health,  fyc. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  love  rolling  e'e  ; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confession 

'Gains  fortune's  fell  cruel  decree — Jessy  ! 
Here's  a  health,  fyc. 


r  os.  1 1 J 

S  0  .v  (,. 

Ii:lir,   •   Hd  I  HIMV  : 


CUOKUS. 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks, 
Crystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Wilt  (lunt  lay  that  frown  aside, 

And  mile  as  thou  t  to  do  ? 

l  ll. I.  well  thou  knowest  I  love  thee  dear, 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  1<  nd  an  car ! 
O  did  not  love  exclaim,  M  Forbear, 
"  Nor  uw  a  faithful  lover  bo." 
Fairest  maid. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  fair, 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share  ; 
And  bv  thy  i'i  BUteoua  self  I  swear, 
No  love  bat  thine  my  heart  shall  know. 
Fairest  maid. 
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THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY. 


Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go,  xvill  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go  to  tie  birks  of  Aberfcldy' 

NOW  simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braes, 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlet  plays, 
Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfcldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  SfC. 

While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazels  hhig. 
The  little  birdies  blythely  sing, 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  SjC 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's, 
The  foaming  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'er-hung  wi'  fragrant  spreading  shaws, 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  A  c. 


The  hoary  clifla  are  crowo'd  wi'  flowers, 
White  o'er  l 1 1 « -  linns  the  burnie  pours, 
And  eta  wi1  misty  showi 

The  birka  of  Aherfeldy. 
.  £c 

!  random  flee, 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  me, 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee 
i  ka  of  Aberfeldy. 

&  i . 


•  ov  it.  if  /■  me; 

TlllH  ,    •    \\  (.ill  IK  DUBII   CIAIl    DIIl'llll.' 

STAY,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  ? 

Cruel,  cruel  to  deceive  me  ! 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me; 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ! 

Cruel  charmer;  c  an  you  go  ! 

By  my  love  so  ill  requited  ; 

By  the  faith  \ou  fondly  plighted  ; 

By  the  panga  of  lovera  Blighted  ; 

]>o  not,  do  not  l(  "  ! 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  nt< 
Vol..  III.  1. 
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STRATHALLAN'S     LAMENT. 


THICKEST  night  o'erhang  my  dwelling  ! 

Howling  tempests  o'er  me  rave  ! 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling, 

Still  surround  my  lonely  cave  ! 

Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing, 
Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind, 

Western  breezes  softly  blowing, 
Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  right  engaged, 
Wrongs  injurious  to  redress, 

Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged, 
But  the  heavens  deny'd  success. 

Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us, 
Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend, 

The  wide  world  is  all  before  us — 
But  a  world  without  a  friend  ! 


M)XOS.  l  »7 

rOUNQ  HIGHLAND  1101'F.R. 
Toi 


LOUD  blaw  the  i.  'cs, 

The  aoawi  the  mountains  cover; 

like  winter  on  dm 
Since  my  young  highland  rover 

wanders  nations  o\ 

Where'er  be  go,  where'er  he  stray, 

May  heaven  be  his  warden: 

Return  him  safe  to  fair  StrathajM 
And  bonuie  Castle*Gordoo  ! 

The  tncs  now  naked  groanii 

Shall  soon  \vi'  leave!  be  hinging, 

The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 

Sliall  a'  be  hlvthely  singing, 
And  every  (lower  he  B] 

the  lce-lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty  warden 
My  youth's  return'd  to  fair  Strath 
And  bonnie  Castle-Clordon. 
i.  2 
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RAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 

Tunc,  '  M'Grigor  of  Rf.ho's  lament.' 


RAVING  winds  around  her  blowing, 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  strowing, 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring. 
**  Farewell,  hours  that  late  did  measure 
11  Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure  ; 
"  Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow, 
"  Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow. 

"  O'er  the  past  too  fondly  wandering, 
"  On  the  hopeless  future  pondering ; 
"  Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  freezes, 
"  Fell  despair  my  fancy  seizes. 
"  Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing, 
"  Load  to  misery  most  distressing, 
"  O  how  gladly  I'd  resign  thee, 
"  And  to  dark  oblivion  join  thee  I" 


I  c  -. 


14.0 


TNG  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 

Time,   '  Dkvimion   Dl 

MUSING  on  the  roaring  ocean, 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me; 

W. ..:   i  g  h<  av<  n  in  warm  devotion, 
For  ln>  weal  where'er  he  be. 

'low 
Yielding  late  to  nature's  Ian , 
Whisp'ring  spirits  round  my  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  tar  av.a. 

bom  sorrow  never  woun< 
;  shed  a  tear, 
Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 

.  iv  day  to  you  is  dear. 

•lr  night,  do  thou  befriend  me  . 

Downy  sleep  the  curtain  draw; 
rits  kind,  again  attend  me, 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa  ! 
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BLYTHE    WAS    SHE. 

Blythe,  bit/the  and  merry  was  she, 
Blythe  was  she  but  and  ben  : 

Blythe  by  the  banks  of  Em, 
And  blythe  in  Glcnturit  glen. 

BY  Oughtertyre  grows  the  aik, 

On  Yarrow  banks,  the  birken  shaw  ; 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonnier  lass 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 
Blythe,  SfC. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  morn  ; 

She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Ern, 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thorn. 
Blythe,  Sf-c. 

Her  bonnie  face  it  was  as  meek 

As  ony  lamb  upon  a  lee  ; 
The  evening  sun  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  e'e. 
Blythe,  SfC. 


1 0  »  O  I*  1  .">  1 

The  Highland  I x i  1 1  -  I  'y*  wandcr'd  wide, 
And  o'er  the  Lowlands  I  liae  been  ; 

But  Phemie  was  the  blytbeal 
Thai  ever  trude  the  ch  n 

Bit/ the,  %c. 


A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EJRLY  WALK. 

A  ROSE-BUD  by  my  early  walk, 
A  down  i  corn-inclosed  hawk, 

Sue  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 
All  on  a  dewy  morning. 

twice  the  Shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 
It  SCI  nil  the  early  morning. 

Within  the  bush,  her  covert  I 
A  little  linnet  fondly  pn 
The  <!i  W  sat  chilly  on  her  b: 
early  in  the  morning. 

She  soon  shall  sec  her  tender  brood, 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 

Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Ekke  the  early  morning. 
L  4 
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So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fair, 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 
That  tents  thy  early  morning. 

So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day, 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 
That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 


WHERE  BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S 
STORMS. 

Tune,  'N.  Gow's  lamentation  for  Abercairny.' 


WHERE  braving  angry  winter's  storms, 

The  lofty  Ochels  rise, 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes. 
As  one  who  by  some  savage  stream, 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Astonish'd  doubly  marks  it  beam, 

With  art's  most  polish'd  blaze. 


song  s.  153 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequestered  shade, 
tin  day  end  boor, 

•v\s  charms  I  first  shim 
\Y!,.  n  first  1  i<  It  their  poVrl 
The  tyrant  death  with  grim  rontroul 

e  my  Seeting  breath ; 
But  team  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death* 


77/;/;//:,  /  //.//:  SEEN  THE  DAY 

Time,  '  lv  vi  it(  aid's   I 

0  Tibbie,   I  line  sit  ii  (lie  din/, 
)'<■  would  an  i  is/; 

For  laii  ■>'  gear  /<  lightly  me, 

Ihd  troiith,  I  cure  M  by, 

\  ESTREEN  I  met  you  on  the  mi 
ak  Da,  but  gaed  by  likt:  stoi 
•  in.   because  I'm  poor, 
But  Bent  a  hair  cart   I. 
0  Tibbie,  1  hue,  SfC, 

I  doubt  tia,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Becau  the  name  o'  clink, 

That  yi  can  pleaee  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

O  Tibb:  &  c. 
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But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 
0  Tibbie,  I  hae,  SfC. 

Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye  '11  cast  your  head  anither  airt, 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 
0  Tibbie,  I  hae,  %c. 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye '11  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear, 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
0  Tibbie,  I  hae,  8fC. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice, 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice  ; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  spier  your  price, 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 
0  Tibbie,  I  hae,  SfC. 

There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  would  na  gie  her  in  her  sark, 
For  thee  wi'  a  thy  thousan'  mark ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 
0  Tibbie,  J  hae,  fyc. 
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CLA  R  IN  DA. 


CLARINDA,  mi  ttreu  <>f  my  soul, 

The  tin  asur'd  time  is  run  ! 

I'lic  wn  k  li  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 
So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  |  night 

Shall  poor  S)  Ivander  hie  ; 

DeprivM  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 
The  Min  of  all  lus  joy. 

^  c  part—  l>wt  by  these  precious  drops, 

That  (ill  thy  lovely  ejw 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  sto 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  i 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day  : 

ball  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 
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THE  DAY  RETURNS,  MY  BOSOM  BURNS. 

Tune,  'Seventh  of  November.' 

THE  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet, 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

Heaven  gave  me  more,  it  made  thee  mine. 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight, 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give  ! 
While  joys  above,  my  mind  can  move, 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I  live  ! 
When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part ; 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  heart. 


THE     LAZY     VIST. 


THE  lazy  mist  bangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill : 
How  languid  tl  ,  hue  so  sprightly,  appear, 

inter  resigns  tin'  p 
The  f<  leafless,  tl  rs  arc.  brown, 

And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  Sown  : 

:  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse, 
How  quirk  time  is  flying,  how  keen  fate  pursues; 

How  long  I  have  liv'd — but  how  much  liv'd  in  vain; 

kty  span  may  remain  : 
What  aspects,  old  Time,  in  his  progress  has  worn  ; 
What  tics,  cruel  fate,  in  my  bosom  has  torn. 
How  foolish,  or  worse,  'till  our  summit  is  gain'd  ! 
And  downward,  how  v\t .-ahen'd,  how  darken'd,  how 

pain'd  ! 
This  lift  's  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  i 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live. 


158  burns'  poems; 

0,  WERE  I  ON  PJRNASSUS'  HILL. 

Tnne,   •  My  love  is  lost  to  me.' 


O  WERE  I  on  Parnassus'  hill ! 
Or  had  of  Helicon  my  fill  ; 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill, 

To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee. 
Bat  Nith  maun  be  my  muse's  well, 
My  muse  maun  be  thy  bonnie  sell ; 
On  Corsincon  I'll  glowr  and  spell, 

And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 


Then  come,  sweet  muse,  inspire  my  lay  ! 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day, 
I  coudna  sing,  I  coudna  say, 

How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  thee. 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green, 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean, 
Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  e'en — - 

By  heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee  ! 
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field,  at  1, 
Tin-  thought!  o'  thee  mj  breail  mtlajne; 
And  av  I  BUM  and  sing  thy  name, 
I  only  live  to  love  ti. 

Tho*  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on, 
;,  beyond  the  sun, 

'Till  my  left,  weary  sand  was  run  ; 

Till  tli*  it — and  then  I  h>\>  thee. 


/    LOVE    MV   JE  is. 

Tu«j  •  M        LsmmAl   (mirdon's  strathspey. 

OF  a'  the  airta  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like  1 1 1*    west, 

For  tin  re  the  bonnie  lassie  \\ 

The  l;i--i«-  I  lo'e  l)CSt  : 

e  wild-woods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 
And  mony  a  hill  between  ; 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  (light 
Is  ever  w?  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flov. 

1  see  her  sweet  and  fair ; 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air  : 
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There's  not  a  bonnie  flower,  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green, 
There's  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings, 
But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


THE  BRAES  0'  BALLOCHMYLE. 

THE  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 

The  flowers  decay'd  on  Catrine  lee, 
Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  green, 

But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e. 
Thro'  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while, 
And  ay  the  wild-wood  echoes,  rang, 

Fareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers, 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with' ring  bovvers, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air. 
But  here,  alas  !  for  me  nae  mair  ; 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile; 
Fareweel  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 

Fareweel,  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle  ! 


nil 


WILLIE  BREIV'D  .1  PECK  0'  MAI  T. 


< »,  WILLIE  brew*d  ■  peck  o'  maut, 

And  Rob  and  Allan  tain  to  see; 

Three  blytber  hearts,  that  lee-lang  night, 
"»  e  wad  na  find  in  Chritteodie. 

If  c  arc  r:  r  nuc  that  foil 

Hut  just  a  drappic  in  om 
COck  nitii/  craw,  the  (tail  mm/  ilaxv, 

And  in/  we  '/I  taste  the  barley  bree. 

Hen  met,  three  merry  b 

Three  merry  boyi  I  tro* 

\nd  niony  u  night  we've  merry  been, 

And  many  mae  we  hope  to  be  ! 

We  urc  na  fun,  iV  ('. 

[|  l-  the  moon,  1  ken  her  horn, 
That  'a  blinkin  in  the  lift  sue  hi 

Sin  ie  bright  to  wyle  us  hamc. 

But  by  my  sooth  she'll  wait  a  v. 

.  III.  M 
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Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he  ! 
Wha  first  beside  his  chair  shall  fa', 
He  is  the  king  among  us  three  ! 
We  are  nafou,  SfC. 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 

I  GAED  a  waefu'  gate,  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I  '11  dearly  rue  ; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  e'en, 

Twa  lovely  e'en  o'  bonnie  blue. 
Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright ; 

Her  lips  like  roses,  wat  wi'  dew, 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lily-white; — 

It  was  her  e'en  sae  bonnie  blue. 

She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd, 

She  charm'd  my  soul,  I  wist  na  how; 
And  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  e'en  sae  bonnie  blue. 
But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed  ; 

She  '11  aiblins  listen  to  my  vow  : 
Should  she  refuse,  I  '11  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  e'en  sae  bonnie  blue. 


Till:    BANKS   OF  NIT II. 

Tunc,    '  Rodie   DONJJA   OOR.W  II.' 

THE  Thames  Hows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

WheTC  royal  cities  stately  stand  ; 
But  sweeter  Hows  the  Nith,  to  mc, 

Where  Cummins  ance  had  high  command  : 
When  shall  I  see  that  honour'd  land, 

That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear ! 
Must  wavwanl  fortune's  adverse  hand 

l'o.  i  r  keep  me  here  ? 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  gayly  bloom  ; 
How  tweetly  wind  tin  sloping  dal(  s 

When   lambkins  wanton  thro'  the  broom  ! 
Tho'  wandi  ring,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  tin  bonnie  hanks  and  bra' 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consr.' 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  da] 


M     J 
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JOHN   ANDERSON   MY   JO. 


JOHN  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent.; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonnie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  held,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw  : 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson  my  jo. 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  bill  thegither ; 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John, 

We  've  had  wi  ane  anither  : 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John; 

But  hand  in  hand  we'll  go, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  jo. 


r.iM    (././.v. 


MY  heart  is  a  breaking,  dear  Til 

&  1  unto  me  coin;'  l.'ii' ; 

To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity  ; 

Hut  what  will  I  do  wi'  'Iain  Gun  ? 

I'm  thinking,  m'  tic  a  bn  v  fellow, 
In  poortith  1  might  mak  a  fen  ; 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow, 
If  I  manna  marry  Tain  Glen  ? 

I  uric  tin'  laird  o'  Dumeller, 

14  Gade  day  to  you,  brute,"  he  i 

lie  brags  an«i 

But  win  i)  will  ho  dance  like  Tarn  Glen  ? 

My  miniii.  me, 

And  bids  me  Mg  UK  n  ; 

They  flatl 

tt  wha  can  thin  : 


166  burns'  poems  ; 

My  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  him, 
He'll  gie  me  gude  hunder  marks  ten  : 

But,  if  it's  ordain'd  I  maun  take  him, 
O  wha  will  I  get  but  Tarn  Glen  ? 

Yestreen  at  the  Valentine's  dealing, 
My  heart  to  my  mou  gied  a  sten ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing, 
And  thrice  it  was  written  Tarn  Glen. 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  droukit  sark-sleeve,  us  ye  ken  ; 

His  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staukin, 
And  the  very  grey  breeks  o'  Tarn  Glen  I 

Come  counsel,  dear  Tittie,  don't  tarry ; 

I'll  gie  you  my  bonnie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tarn  Glen. 


r,  9.  ]f>7 


\1V    TOCHER'S    THE    JEWEL. 


0  MEIKLE  thinka  mv  luve  <>'  mi  !■>  autv, 
And  mcikle  thinks  my  lave  o'  my  km; 

But  little  thinks  mv  luve  I  ken  brawlie, 
JMy  Tocher's  the  jewel  ha-  charms  for  him 

'  for  tin   apple  he  '11  nourish  the  tl 
It 's  a'  for  the  hiney  he  '11  cherish  the  bee; 

My  laddie  'i  sac  meikle  in  love  wi*  the  siller, 

He  can  na  hae  luvc  to  spare  for  inc. 

Vom  proffer  a'  luvc  *s  an  airle-penny, 

My  Tocher  'i  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy  ; 
But  an  ye  lie  crafty,  1  am  cunnin, 

•  '  anithcr  tune  maun  trv. 

re  like  to  the  tinmier  o'  yon  rotten  wood. 
Ye 're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tl 
Vc  '11  slip  frae  me  like  a  knotleti  thread. 

And  ye  '11  crack  your  credit  wT  ma 


M     1 
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THEN  GUIDWIFE  COUNT  THE  LAW  IN. 


GANE  is  the  day  and  mirk  's  the  night, 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  faute  o'  light, 
For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon, 
And  blue  red  wine 's  the  rysin  sun. 

Then  guidxvife  count  the  laxvin,  the  laxvin,  the  laxvin, 
Then  guidxvife  count  the  laxvin,  arid  bring  a  coggie  mair. 

There 's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen, 
And  semple-folk  maun  fecht  and  fen  ; 
But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord, 
For  ilka  man  that's  drunk  's  a  lord. 
Then  guidxvife  count,  fyc. 

My  coggie  is  a  baly  pool, 
That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool ; 
And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout, 
An'  ye  drink  it  a'  ye  '11  find  him  out. 
Then  guidxvife  count,  SfC 


SON' 


WHAT  r./.v  ./  rOTTNG  LASSIE  do  WV 

.ix  AULD  M.r 

Wll  A  I  e,  v.  hat  shall  ;i  yot 

Wfaal  can  a  young  iatm  do  wT  an  auld  man  ! 

Had  luck  on  the.  pcnnie  that  tempted  my  lniuriic 
To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an  Ian'  ! 
I  luck  un  the  }'tniii(\  S  c. 

mpleenin  frae  mornin  to  e'enin, 

11c  hosts  and  he  birplea  the  weary  day  lang; 

He's  doyl't  and  he's  dozin,  his  blade  it  is  frozen, 

O,  tin  . •:•;.  '    the  night  v.i'  a  crazy  auld  man  ! 

lie  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  fret  '  rs, 

1  m  ver  can  pit  ase  him,  do  a'  that  I  < 

\  ish,  and  fellowa  : 

(),  dool  en  the  day   1  met  \vi'  an  auld  man  ! 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  takes  pity  ; 

I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan  ; 

I  '11  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  1  heart-break  him, 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 
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THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING. 


BONNIE  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing  wast  thou  mine ; 

I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom, 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine. 

Wishfully  I  look  and  languish 
In  that  bonnie  face  of  thine  ; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish, 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  beauty, 

In  ae  constellation  shine  ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine  ! 
Bonnie  wee,  fyc. 


SON  171 

I   AND  -mi.'  mi 

Tunc,    '  Tin.   MoiDirwoRT.' 

In  0,  fat  ane  and  twenty,  Tam  ! 

An  key,  emeet  ane  and  twenty,  Tam  ! 
I'll  learn  my  kin  a  rtUttin  tang, 
An  und  twenty,  'iam. 

I'HKY  mool  mi  s;ur,  and  band  me  down, 
And  gar  me  look  like  blnntie,  Tain  ! 

But  three  ihert  yean  will  soon  wheel  roun', 
And  then  cornea  ane  and  twenty,  Tam. 
An  0,  for  ane,  ..Si-. 

>'  Ian*,   a  (taut 
Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tain  ; 
At  kith  or  kin  I  1, 

An  I  Ban  ane  i  nd  twenty,  Tam. 

Tiny  'II  bae  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 

Tho'  1  iiusi  T  bae  1>1<  ntv.  Tain  ; 

Rut  hear'st  thou,  laddie,  th( 

I  'in  thine  at  ane  and  twenty,  Tam  ! 
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BESS  AND  HER  SPINNING  WHEEL. 


G,  LEEZE  me  on  my  spinning  wheel, 
O,  leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel ; 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  cleeds  me  bien, 
And  haps  me  fiel  and  warm  at  e'en  ! 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin, 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun, 
Blest  \vi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal — 
O,  leeze  me  on  my  spinning  wheel. 

On  ilka  hand  the  burnies  trot, 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot  ; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite, 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest,. 
And  little  fishes  caller  rest : 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel', 
Where,  blythe  I  turn  my  spinning  wheel. 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail, 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Delighted,  rival  ither's  lays  : 


The  craik  amang  the  i ! 
The  paitrick  whirrin  o'er  th> 

The  swallow  jiiikiu  round  my  shi<  1, 

Amuse  me  at  my  spinning  wl 

Wi'  mii.i'  to  s<  1!.  and  lei  i  to  : 
Aboon  di-tn  is,  t»  lov  envy, 

(),  wha  wad  Lav.    tins  humble  ll 

For  a"  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 

Amid  th<  ir  Hairing,  idle  tovs, 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys, 

Can  tiny  the  peace  and  pleaSUIl    fi  el 

(  H  Bessj  at  her  spinning  wl. 


COUNTRT     LASSIE. 

IN  simmer  when  the  hay  was  mawn, 

And  corn  \va\'<l  green  in  ilka  field, 

While  claver  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roses  I. law  m  ilka  Meld  ; 

Blythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel, 

Ome  0*t  what  will; 
Out  spak  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild, 

gude  advisement  cornea  nae  ill. 
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Its  ye  hae  wooers  mony  ane, 

And,  lassie,  ye  're  but  young  ye  ken ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben  : 
There  's  Johnie  q'  theT^uskie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre  ; 
Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonnie  hen, 

It 's  plenty  beets  the  luver's  fire. 

For  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie  ; 
He  loes  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  luve  to  spare  for  me  : 
But  blythe  's  the  blink  o'  Robie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  he  loes  me  dear  : 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wad  na  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear. 

O  thoughtless  lassie,  life's  a  faught; 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair; 
But  ay  fu'  han't  is  fcchtin  best, 

A  hungry  care  's  an  unco  care  : 
But  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare, 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair, 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill. 
5 


.ir  will  buy  DM  rigs  o'  land, 
And  gear  will  buy  in-  ,d  kye  ; 

But  the  tender  heart  <>'  leeeome  lu 
The  govrd  and      |         nna  buy  : 

We  ma)  be  poor     rTobic  and  I, 
Light  is  the  burdtn  luve  lays  on  ; 

Content  and  hive. brings  peace  and  joy, 
What  inair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne? 


I  .1  I  II      EL  TZA. 


a    ga  EI  IC   AIR. 


ITRN  again,  thou  fair  Eliza, 
kind  blink  before  we  part, 

Krw  on  thv  despairing  lover  I 

ist  thou  break  his  taithfu'  heart ! 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Klka; 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denic  s, 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sent< 

I  ndi t  friendship's  kind  disguise  ! 


176  burns'  poems; 

Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  offended  ? 

The  offence  is  loving  thee  : 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die  ! 
"While  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom, 

Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe : 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 

Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow. 


Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sinny  noon  ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  fairy, 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon  ; 
Not  the  poet  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  on  his  e'e, 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture, 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


t  he     pos  i  /•:. 

p  1. 1  VK  will  venture  in,  win  re  it  daur  na  weel  be  seen, 
O  luve  will  vt  iitmv  in  where  wisdom  aner  b 
But  I  will  down  yon   river  rove,  aiming  the  wood   sac 
gn< 
And  a'  to  pu'  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrose  1  will  pu',  the  firstling  o'  the  year, 

And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear, 
For  she's  the  pink  o'  womankind,  and  blooms  without 
a   ]>. 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose,  when  Phebue  peep*  in  view, 

For  it  's  like  a  baumy  kisfl  0*  I  lOOJ 

The  hvaeintli  "s  for  constancy  wi'  its  ufichanging  blue. 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

Th»'  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fair, 

m  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  tin  i 
r  simplicity  and  unaffected  air, 
And  a'  to  be  a  in  dear  May, 

Vol.  III. 
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The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  its  locks  o'  siller  grey, 
Where,  like  an  aged  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day, 
But  the  songster's   nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak 
away  ; 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


The  woodbine  I  will  pu'  when  the  e'ening  star  is  near, 
And  the  diamond-draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  e'en  sae 

clear  ; 
The  violet's  for  modesty  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear, 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May, 


I'll  tie  the  posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve, 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  swear  by  a'  above, 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall  ne'er 
remuve, 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


THE    fi  0'    DO 

anks  and  braes  o'  bonr. 

loom  sae  fresh  and  fair; 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  weary,  fu'  o'  care ! 
Tbou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird, 

it  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  th' 
Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  j 
Departed  ne 

Oft  hae  I  roVd  by  beanie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine ; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  fan 
And  fondly  sae  d  ae. 

.htsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 
tweet  upon  its  the 

But,  ah  !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


>  2 
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SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 

WILLIE  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 
The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie, 

"Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Cou'd  stown  a  clue  wi'  ony  bodie  ; 

He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 
O  Tinkler  Madgie  was  her  mither ; 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  icad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 

She  has  an  e'e,  she  has  but  ane, 
The  cat  has  twa  the  very  colour  ; 

Five  rusty  teeth  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  cleave  a  miller  ; 

A  whiskin  beard  about  her  mou, 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither  ; 
Sic  a  wife,  fyc. 

She's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hein  shinn'd, 
Ae  limpin  leg  a  hand  breed  shorter ; 

She  's  twisted  right,  she 's  twisted  left, 
To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter : 


BON  1^»1 

Shr  has  a  bump  upon  her  bn 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  ibouthtr; 
Sic  a 

Auld  baudrana  by  the  ingle  sits, 

An"  wi'  her  loof  her  Eac6  a  waihin ; 
But  WiUie'i  wife  ia  oae  sae  trig, 

She  dighta  her  gruiuie  wi'  ii  hushion; 
Her  walie  aievei  like  midden 

Her  face  \\;id  Ivle  the  Logan-wator; 
</*  //  'illic  had, 
/  ...i.i  m  .:•<•  a  lull  ton  for  / 


(■  LOOMY    DECEMBER. 

ANCE  mair  I  liuil  thee,  thou  gloomy  December! 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care  ; 
Sad  v  thou  malt  member*, 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  Oh  !   ne'er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  lovera  parting  is  sweet  painful  pleasure, 

lid  on  the  soft  parting  hour ; 
the  dire  feeling,  0  farewell  for  ever, 
I'd  and  agony  I 
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Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 

'Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown, 
Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom, 

Since  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  is  gone  ; 
Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 

Still  shall  I  hail  thee  \vi'  sorrow  and  care  ; 
For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 

Parting  wi'  Nancv,  Oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DEARIE  f 

WILT  thou  be  my  dearie  ; 

When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart, 
O  wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  then  ? 

By  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 
And  that 's  the  love  I  bear  thee  ! 

I  swear  and  vow,  that  only  thou 
Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me; 

Or  if  thou  wilt  ha  be  my  a  in, 
Say  na  thou  'It  refuse  me  : 


sn\  1S3 

If  it  vrinne,  canna  be, 

ThOQ,  for  thine,  may  i  I: 

.  quickly  die, 

I  in--. 

i  t  mc  quickly 
Trusting  that  thou 


SUE'S    FAIR   AND  TAX 

SHE'i  fair  and  Cause  that  <  smart, 

1  lofcd  bar  meikle  and  lung; 

She's  broken  her  vow,  she  's  broken  my  ! 

And  1  mi 

i"  cam  in  \vi'  rowtli  o'  g< 
And  I  have  tint  my  dearest  dear, 
But  woman  is  but  wail  . 

the  bonnie  lasi  gang. 

What  that  woman  la 

To  tin-  be  nevi  r  blind. 

A  woman  bas't  by  kind  : 
O  woman,  lovely,  woman  fair  ! 

An  angel  form's  faun  to  thy  share, 
Tw.ul  been  o'er  meikle  to  gien  tbi 

I  mean  an  angel  mind. 
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ATT  ON    WATER. 

FLOW  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen, 
Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den, 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  forbear, 
I  charge  you  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills, 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills  ; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high, 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below, 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet  scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave, 
As  gathering  sweet  flowerets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 
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k'fow  gently,  sweet  Aftoo,  among  thy  green  braes, 
■low  gentl;  ver,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 

Uv  Ifary'i  uleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 

•"low  gently,  iweet  Alton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


n  0  A  X  I  E      BELL. 

THE  smiling  spring  tomes  in  rejoicing, 

And  surly  winter  grimly  11 
No*  lear  are  the  tailing  waters, 

And  bonnie  blue  arc  the  sunny  si 

the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  morning, 
The  t'a  swell  ; 

All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning, 
And  I  rejoice  m  my  bonnie  Ik  II. 

']  he  Hov.  immer, 

Yellow  autumn 

Then  in  his  tin 

'Till  smiling  spring  again  ap] 
Thus  .Iie> 

C)1<1  tin.  toll, 

.  still  unchanging 
1  adore 
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THE    GALLANT    WEAVER. 

WHERE  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea, 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  tree, 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me, 
lie  is  a  gallant  weaver. 

Oh  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine, 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine  ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine, 
And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land, 
But  to  my  heart  I  '11  add  rny  hand, 
And  gie  it  to  the  weaver. 

While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers  ; 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers; 
While  corn  grows  green  in  simmer  showers 
I'll  love  my  gallant  weaver. 


SON'  1 87 


IS,  nil  IT  RECK  l  BF  Tin 


LOUIS,  what  reck  I  by  I 
Or  I  in  ? 

: ,  beggar  hums  to  me, 
[  n  mie's  bosom. 

Let  her  crown  my  love  her  law, 
And  in  her  breast  enthrow 

Kniiis  ami  nations,  swith  av. 
Ufa"  randies  I  disown  ye! 


FOR  THE  SAKE  OF  SOMEBODY. 

MY  heart  is  sair,  I  dare  na  tell, 
mebody ; 

1  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  i  mebody. 

Oh-h'ii,  '  |j  ! 

Oh-hey  !  for  sorai  body  ! 
I  could  ra  around) 

For  ■'  somebody. 
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Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  lover 

O,  sweetly  smile  on  somebody  ! 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free, 
And  send  me  safe  my  somebody. 
Oh-hon  !  for  somebody! 
Oh-hey  !  for  somebody  ! 
I  wad  do — what  wad  I  not, 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody  ! 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  OF  INVERNESS, 


THE  lovely  lass  o'  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see  ; 
For  e'en  and  morn  she  cries,  alas  ! 

And  ay  the  saut  tear  blins  her  e'e  ; 
Drumossie  moor,  Drumossie  day, 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  ; 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear, 

My  father  dear  and  brethren  three. 

Their  winding  sheet  the  bluidy  clay, 
Their  graves  are  growing  green  to  see 

And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 
That  ever  blest  a  woman's  e'e  ! 
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Now  wm  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord, 

\  man  1  trow  thou  I 

For  many  ■  heart  thou  b  sair, 

l;  to  tliinc  or 


4  MOTHER'S  LAMENT  FOB  THE  DEATH 
OF  BEE  SON. 

J 'imc,    '  I  1  •.  i  iTtTOM  Howie.' 

PATE  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped, 
And  ptere'd  my  darling's  heart  : 

And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 

Can  tO  me  im 
I\y  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops, 
In  dust  dishon  ur'd  Lid  : 

le  of  all  my  hopes, 
Iffy  age'i  future  shade. 

The  mother  linnet  in  the  bi 

\ish'd  young  ; 
So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake. 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death,  oft  I've  fear'd  thy  fatal  blow, 

>W,  fond  I  bare  my  breast, 
O.  do  thou  kindly  lav  me  low 
With  hmi  I  love  at  rest  ! 
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0    MAY,    THY    MORN. 


O  MAY,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet, 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December  ; 

For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine, 
And  private  was  the  chamber  : 

And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name, 
But  I  will  ay  remember. 

And  dear,  <§-c. 

And  here's  to  them,  that,  like  oursel, 

Can  push  about  the  jorum ; 
And  here 's  to  them  that  wish  us  weel, 

May  a'  that 's  gude  watch  o'er  them ; 
And  here 's  to  them,  we  dare  na  tell, 

The  dearest  o'  the  quorum. 

And  here's  to,  $c 


u  19l 


0,    W  '!7/rs 


t ',    i\  A  1  WJ1| 

DID  sun  upon  ? 
<wn, 
run  sun  is  shining  on, 

down  yon  gay  green  shew: 
She  wanden  by  yon  spreading  ;• 

Hot  tiow'rs  that  round  her  blew, 

^  6  Cfttch  the  "lances  o'  her  6*6. 

HOW  bl6St  ye  birds  thai  round  li 

And  welcome  in  the  bloomi 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring, 
The  season  to  my  Lucy  dear. 

The  sun  blinks  blvthr  on  yon  town, 
And  on  yon  bonnie  b;  \    r  ; 

Kut  my  delight  in  yon  town, 
And  dearest  bliss,  is  Luey  lair. 
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Without  my  love,  not  a'  the  charms 
O'  paradise  could  yield  me  joy  ; 

But  gie  me  Lucy  in  my  arms, 

And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sky. 

My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Tho'  raging  winter  rent  the  air ; 

And  she  a  lovely  little  flower, 

That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 

O,  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town, 

Yon  sinkin  sun  's  gane  down  upon ; 

A  fairer  than 's  in  yon  town, 

His  setting  beam  ne'er  shone  upon. 

If  angry  fate  is  sworn  my  foe, 

And  suffering  I  am  doom'd  to  bear  ; 

I  careless  quit  aught  else  below, 
But  spare  me,  spare  me,  Lucy  dear. 

For  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  frae  her  shall  ne'er  depart, 

And  she — as  fairest  is  her  form  ! 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart. 


«;  o  s 


.1    iu:d,   RID    /; 


0  MY   Iuvc's   like  ■  red,  red  rose, 
That's  newly  sprung  in  Jul 

()  un   luvt's   like  the  melodic 
Thai  ;ly  play'd  in  tune. 

As  fair  iirt  thou,  my  bonnie  hiss, 

So  dorp  in  IttVB  am  I  : 
And  I  will  hive  thee  still,  my  dear, 

Till  ..'  the  leta  gang  dry. 

Till  a*  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear, 
And  the  POCkl  melt  wi'  the  sun: 

1  will  love  thee  still,  my  dear, 

Wly^e  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 

And  fare  thee  wee],  mv  only  lave  ! 

And  fare  thee  weel,  a  while  ! 
And  I  will  come  again,  mv  lave, 

Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile. 

Vol.  Iff.  O 
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A     VISION. 


AS  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  the  wa'-flower  scents  the  dewy  air, 

Where  th'  howlct  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky  ; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 

The  stream  adown  its  hazelly  path, 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa's, 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 
Whase  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 

The  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing  eerie  din ; 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  fortune's  favours,  tint  as  win. 


By  he<  ince  1  tum'd  mine  i 

An'l,  bj  the  in.  on- beam,  ihook,  I 

ii  tod  italwai  I 
Attir'd  us  minstrels  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  a  statue  been  O*  stanc, 

His  dariu  look  had  daunted  me; 

.And  on  his  bonnet  grtVd  whs  plain, 
The  > -y — Liberty  ! 

And  free  Ids  liar])  sic  strains  did  (low, 

;  rous'd  the  Blumb'ring  dead  to  hear; 
But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 

nut  a  Briton's  car  ! 

He  tang  wi'joy  his  former  d. 

lie  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  times; 
But  what  be  said  it  was  oae  play, 

I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes. 
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THE  following  POEMS,  found  among  the  MSS.  of 
Mr.  Burns,  are  now  for  thefrjl  time  presented  to 
the  Public. 


1    ' 


COPY  OF  A    POETICAL    ADDRESS   rW 
ME.  WILLIAM   T)  EEEK, 

wftTM  nit  1-iu.sKst  or  tiif.  dard'»  picture. 


REVERED  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 
Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 

A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  true  heart, 
Hut  now  'tis  di  ted  : 

Tho*  lomeUliDg  like  moisture  conglobes  in  my  eye, 

Let  do  one  miidocim  me  disloyal ; 

A  poor  friendless  wand'n  r  may  well  claim  u  sigh, 
Still  more,  if  that  waud'rer  were  royal. 

M\  lathers,  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne  ; 

My  fathers  have  fallen  tu  right  it; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 

That  name  should  he  scotfiugly  tight  it. 

Still  in  prayers  for  K —  G —  I  most  heartily  join, 

The  Q  — ,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry, 
Be  i  Lev  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine  ; 

Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 
o  J 
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But  why  of  that  epocha  make  such  a  fuss, 

•     #********* 

*      ********** 
*********** 

But  loyalty  truce  !  we're  on  dangerous  ground, 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care  ; 
But  accept  it,  good  sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Nov;  life's  chilly  evening  dim  shades  on  your  eye, 

And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night ; 
But  you  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  sky, 

Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 
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CA  /. /:  DON  J  J. 

ToMj    '  I'.u.i  [ins  1  \s    m   .  11 1.' 

THERE  vat  once  a  day, but  old  Tima  then*  was  young, 

'I'll. a  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  line, 
From  some  of  your  northern  deitiea  sprung, 

(Who  knows  not  that  brave  Caledonia's  divine?) 

.  Tw<  ed  to  tb<    I  was  lu  r  domain, 

To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  do  what  she  would  : 

Her  heavenly  relations  there  fixed  her  reign, 

And  pledged  her  their  godh<      I  irrant  it  good. 

A  lambkin  in  peace,  hut  a  lion  in  war, 
The  pride  of  her  kindred,  the  heroine  gi< 

lire,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swore, — 
'•  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee  th' encounter  shall  rue!'' 

With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  bj 

To  teed  her  fair  Hocks  by  her  green  rustling  corn; 
But  chiefly  the  woods  were  her'fav'rite  resort, 

darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the  honj. 


; 


Long  quiet  she  reign'd  ;  'till  thitherward  steers 
A  Bight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  strai. 
1  ,  for  many  long  years, 
They  darkeu'd  the  uir,  and  inderMthf  . 

o  -i 
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Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  cry, 
They  'd  conquer'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  beside ; 

She  took  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly, 
The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  fell  Harpy-raven  took  wing  from  the  north, 

The  scourge  of  the  seas,  and  the  dread  of  the  shore  ; 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  issu'd  forth 

To  wanton  in  carnage  and  wallow  in  gore  : 
O'er  countries  and  kingdoms  their  fury  prevail'd, 

No  arts  could  appease  them,  no  arms  could  repel ; 
But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  they  assail'd, 

As  Largs  well  can  witness,  and  Loncartie  tell. 

The  Camelon-savage  disturb'd  her  repose, 

With  tumult,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife ; 
Provok'd  beyond  bearing,  at  last  she  arose, 

And  robb'd  him  at  once  of  his  hopes  and  his  life : 
The  Anglian  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  silver  flood  ; 
But  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance, 

He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  native  wood. 

Thus  bold,  independent,  unconquer'd,  and  free, 
Her  bright  course  of  glory  for  ever  shall  run : 

For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  must  be; 
I'll  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun  : " 
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ugle-triangle,  the  figure  we'll  cliusc, 
The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Tune  is  the  ba 
But  bi  Ionia 'i  the  hypotenuse; 

Then  ergo,  she'll  match  them, and  match  them  always. 


THE  following  Poem  -was  xvrittcn  to  a  Gentleman 
who  had  .sent  him  a  newspaper,  and  offered  to 
continue  it  free  of  cxpaui. 

KIND  Sir,  I've  read  your  paper  through, 

And  faith,  to  me,  'twas  really  new  ! 

How  gupned  ye,  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted? 

This  mony  a  day  I  \r  maiii'd  and  gaunted, 

To  ken  what  Trench  mischief  was  brewin  ; 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin ; 

That  vile  doup-skclper,  Kniperor  Joseph, 

If  Venofl  yet  had  got  his  nose  off  j 

Or  how  the  collieshangie  works 

•Uwecn  the  Russians  and  the  Turks; 

Or  it'  the  Swede,  before  be  halt, 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  twalt : 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't  ; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o"t; 
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How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  were    liingin  ; 
How  libbet  Italy  was  singin ; 
If  Spaniard;  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 
Were  savin  or  takin  aught  amiss  : 
Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame, 
In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game  : 
"  How  royal  George;  the  Lord  leuk  o'er  him  ! 
Was  managing  St.  Stephen's  quorum  ; 
If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  livin, 
Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in; 
How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  cookin, 
If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin  ; 
How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  rax'd, 
Or  if  bare  a — s  yet  were  tax'd  ; 
The  news  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls, 
Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera-girls ; 
If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordie  W  *  *  *  s, 
Was  threshin  still  at  hizzies  tails, 
Or  if  he  was  grown  oughtlins  douser, 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser, 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 
And  but  for  you  I  might  tiespair'd  of. 
So  gratefu',  back  your  news  I  send  you, 
And  pray,  a'  gude  things  may  attend  you  ! 

Ellidand,  Monday  viorning,  179°« 
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POEM  ON  PASTORAL  POE1 


HAIL  Poesie!  thou  N ympb reserved  ! 

In  (  base  o1  th<  e,  what  crouds  hae  swerv'd 
common  sense,  or  sunk  enerv'd 
g  heaps  d'  clavera ; 
And  och!  o'er  ait  thy  joes  hae  itanr'd, 

Mul  a'  tliy  favors  ! 

,  why  thy  train  am 
While  loud,  the  trump's  heroic  clang, 

And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marriage  ; 
has  tin (1  the  shepherd«sang 
Hut  wi*  miscarriaj 

In  Homer*  I ilton  thrives; 

V 
Wee  Pope,  the  knuiiin,  'till  him  ri 

I  loratian  fan 
In  tl.  raid,  survives 

ppho'i  flame. 
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But  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches  ? 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches: 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinklin  patches 

O'  heaihen  tatters  : 
I  pass  by  hunders,  nameless  wretches, 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear, 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air 

And  rural  grace  ; 
And  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian  share 

A  rival  place  ? 

Yes  !  there  is  ane  ;  a  Scottish  callan  ! 
There  's  ane ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan  ! 
Thou  need  na  jouk  behint  the  haflan, 

A  chiel  sae  clever  ; 
The  teeth  o'  time  may  gnaw  Tamtallan, 

But  thou 's  for  ever. 

Thou  paints  auld  nature  to  the  nines, 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines  ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  griefs  will  tell ! 


NEW    IMECES.  M4 

In  gowany  glens  tliy  burnie  stray.*, 

Where  bonnic  lea*  b  '  '■>  ach  their  claes ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shawi  and  hi 

\\T  hawthorns  gray, 
Where  blackbirds  join  tfa 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  arc  nature's  sel  ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  :ise  swell ; 

Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O*  witrbin  love, 
That  charm,  that  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move. 


ON  THE  BATTLE  OF  8HERIFF-MUIR, 

Ht'twcen  the  Duke  of  Argylc  :uid  the  Earl  of  I 

"  O  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 
41  Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
"  Or  ware  ye  at  the  Sherra-muir, 

"   And  did  the  battle  see,  man  ?" 
I  saw  the  battle,  sair  and  touji. 
And  rei  kin-red  ran  mom  a  sliengh, 
My  heart,  tor  fear,  gee  sough  for  sough, 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  cluds 
O'  clam  free  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 
Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man. 
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The  red-coat  lads  \vi'  black  cockades 

To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man  ; 
They  rush'd  and  push'd,  and  blude  outgush'd, 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man  : 
The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 
I  wat  they  glanced  twenty  miles  : 
They  hack'd  and  hash'd,  while  broad  swords  clash'd, 
And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd  and  smash'd, 

'Till  (e.y  men  died  awa,  man. 

But  had  you  seen  the  philibegs, 

And  skyrin  tartan  trews,  man, 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  whigs, 

And  covenant  true  blues,  man; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large, 
When  bayonets  oppos'd  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge, 
Wi'  highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  'till,  out  o'  breath, 

They  fled  like  frighted  doos,  man. 

"  O  how  deil  Tarn  can  that  be  true  ! 

"  The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man ; 
"   I  saw  myself,  they  did  pursue 

"  The  horseman  back  to  Forth,  man; 
"  And  at  Dunblane  in  my  aiu  sight, 
"  They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
**  And  straught  to  Stirling  winged  their  flight; 
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"  Rut,  cursed  lot  '  B  shut ; 

"   And  moiiy  a  hunt  it,   poor  rCd-CO*! 

"  l  did  swarf,  man." 

My  i  >  up  the  ■ 

rowdie  unto  me,  man  ; 

some  nlxls  run 
h  unto  Dundee,  man  : 
i  left-band  general  had  nae  skill, 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good  will 
That  dav  their  neeben  blood  to  spill; 

For  tear,  by  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose  ;  iili  ROes, 

And  so  it  g<  •  ,  man. 

They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 

Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man; 
r  my  lord  I'aninure.  is  shun, 

Or  fallen  in  whiggish  hands,  man: 
Now  wad  vi'  sinj;  tliis  double  fight, 
Some  fell  forwrang,  and  some  lor  right; 
l>ut  nmnv  bade  the  world  gude-n: 
Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  mell. 

By  rrd  claymores,  and  musk*  ts  knell, 
W  dying  yell,  the  tories  fell, 
And  wbtga  to  bell  did  flee,  man. 
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SKETCH.— NEW  YEAR'S   DAY. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

THIS  day,  Time  winds  th'  exhausted  chain, 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  again  : 
I  see  the  old,  bald-pated  fellow, 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow, 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lover,  minor  heir, 
In  vain  assail  him  with  their  prayer, 
Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 
Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 
Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds, 
The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds ; 
Coila's  fair  Rachel's  care  to  day, 
And  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray;) 
From  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow — 
— That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow — 
And  join  with  me  a  moralizing, 
This  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 
First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver  ? 
"  Another  year  is  gone  for  ever." 
And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion  ? 
"  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on  !" 
9 
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bftt  ?  what  do  we  b< 

Oc  why  regard  tin  ;  ear  ? 

Will  time,  amuVd  with  proverb'd  tore, 
Add  to  our  date  one  minute  mon 

A  lew  days  may — a  fan  years  must — 

Repose  us  111  the  silent  dust. 

Then  i^  it  imp  our  bliss  ? 

Yes — all  Mich  reasonings  are  amiss  ! 

The  voice  of  nature  loudly  cries,  ^ 

And  man  .  <>m  the  sk 

That  something  in  us  never  d  * 

That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state, 

Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight; 

That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 

Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alom •; 

Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bi 

Or  dark  1  . — 

Since  then,  my  bonouVd,  first  of  friends, 

On  this  poor  being  ull  depends  ; 

Let  us  th'  important  now  employ, 

And  live  as  those  who  never  die. 
Tlio'  you,  with  dayfl  and  honours  crown'd, 
Witnesi  that  filial  circle  round, 
repulse, 
ovy  to  convul 
re  now  claim  your  chief  regard  ; 
Yourself,  you  wait  your  bright  rev. 
Vol.  III.  P 
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EXTEMPORE,  on  the  late  Mr.  William  Smellie, 
author  of  the  Philosophy  of  Natural  History, 
and  member  of  the  Antiquarian  and  Royal  Socie- 
ties of  Edinburgh. 

TO  Crochallan  came 
The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  grey  surtout,  the  same ; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving  night, 
His  uncombed  grizzly  locks  wild  staring,  thatch'd, 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  clear,  unmatch'd  ; 
Yet  tho'  his  caustick  wit  was  biting,  rude, 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


POETICAL  INSCRIPTION,  for  an  Altar  to  In- 
dependence at  Kerrouchtry,  the  seat  of  Mr.  Heron; 
written  in  Slimmer  J  7.95. 

THOU  of  an  independent  mind 

With  soul  resolv'd,  with  soul  resign'd ; 

Prepar'd  power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave ; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere,  -\ 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear,  > 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here.  J 
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\  XET,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT 
&IDDEL,  esq. 

or  iddkl;  apuil  17: 

NO  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more, 
Nor  pour  your  descant,  grating,  on  my  soul : 
Thou  young-eyed  spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant  stole, 
ome  were  to  DM  grim  winter's  wildest  roar. 

How  nth  all  your  dyes? 

blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend  : 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  ? 
That  strain  flows  round  th'  untimely  tomb  where  Rid- 
del lies. 

Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
And  soothe  the  Virtue*  n  this  bier: 

The  Me»  of  Worthy  and  lias  not  left  his  peer, 
Is  in  his  "  narrow  house"  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Igatn  with  joy  shall  others  gr 
We,  lneui'ry  of  my  loss  will  only  i. 
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MONODY,   ON  A  LADY  FAMED  FOR 
HER  CAPRICE. 


HOW  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired, 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately 
glistened  ; 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tired, 
How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flattery  so  listened. 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await, 

From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  removed; 

How  doubly  severer,  Eliza,  thy  fate, 

Thou  diedst  unwept  as  thou  livedst  unloved. 

Loves,  graces,  and  virtues,  I  call  not  on  you ; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear  : 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  folly  so  true, 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Eliza's  cold  bier. 

We  '11  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly  flower, 
We  '11  roam  through  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed  ; 

But  chiefly  the  nettle  so  typical,  shower, 

For  none  e'er  approached  her  but  rued  the  rash  deed. 
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We  '11  sculpturr  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the  lay  ; 

vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre  ; 

There  keen  indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey, 

Which  spin  mm;  contempt  shall  redeem  from  his  ire. 

Tin.    i •.-it  ipii. 

lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect. 

What  once  W8J  :i  butterfly  gay  in  life's  beam 
.Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  denied  her  esteem. 


ANSWER  to  a  Mandate  sent  by  the  Surveyor  of  the 

window,  car)  to  each  farmer,  ordering 

him   to  tend  a  signed  list   of  his  horses,  sen-ants, 
wkeel-can  and  nhether  he  tctu  a  married 

man  or  a  bachelor,  and  what  children  they  had. 

Ml,  mandate  did  request, 

I  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  I 
Mv  I  rvants, carts,  and  graith, 

which  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle,  "\ 

1  bae  f<  ur  brutes  o*  gallant  mettle,  £ 

As  ever  dre-  pettle.  * 
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My  hand-afore,  a  guid  auld  has-been, 
And  wight  and  wilfu'  a'  his  days  seen ; 
My  kand-a-hin,  a  gude  brown  filly, 
Wha  aft  has  borne  me  safe  frae  Killie  ; 
And  your  auld  borough  mony  a  time, 
In  days  when  riding  was  na  crime : 
My  J'ur-a-kin,  a  guid,  gray  beast, 
As  o'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  trac'd  : 
The  fourth,  a  Highland  Donald  hasty, 
A  d-mn'd  red-wud,  Kilburnie  blastie. 
For-by  a  cowte,  of  cowtes  the  wale, 
As  ever  ran  before  a  tail ; 
An'  he  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast, 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pund  at  least. 

Wheel  carriages  I  hae  but  few, 
Three  carts,  and  twa  are  feckly  new ; 
An  auld  wheel-barrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  and  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spindle, 
And  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trundle. 
For  men,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 
Run-deils  for  rantin  and  for  noise  ; 
A  gadsman  ane,  a  thresher  tother, 
Wee  Davoc  hauds  the  nowte  in  father.. 
I  rule  them  as  I  ought  discreetly, 
And  often  labour  them  completely, 
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And  ay  on  Sundays  duly  nightly, 

I  on  the  m  !i(ly, 

Till  faith  \  gleg, 

(Tho*  scarcely  langcr  (Han  my  leg,) 
Hi  'II  Kreed  yon  off  effectual  calling, 
A-*  fast  as  ony  in  the  dualling. 


I've  nane  in  female  servant  statiun, 
Lord  keep  m<  ;  tation  ! 

wife,  and  that  my  bliss  is, 
And  ye  hae  laid  uae  t.t\  On  BUM*!  ; 
For  i  mair  than  wee!  contented, 

II.  ne  ane  mair  than  I  wanted; 

king,  dear-bought  B 
the  daddie  in  her  face, 
Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace. 
Hut  her,  my  honn\  .  e  lady, 

I  aough  for  her  already, 
And  if  ye  ia\  her  or  her  mither, 
By  the  I,— d  ye'se  get  Ihem  a'  thegither! 


And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Ail 

kind  of  licence  out  I'm  taking. 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  life  I'll  paidle, 
Tie  1  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle  ; 
l\e  sturdy  stumps,  the  Lord  be  than! 
And  a'  mj  I  foot  I'll  idiank  it. 

r    I 
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This  list  wi'  my  ain  hand  I've  wrote  it, 
The  day  and  date  as  under  noted ; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Subscript i  hide, 

ROBERT  BURNS, 


SONG. 


NAE  gentle  dames,  tho'  e'er  sae  fair, 
Shall  ever  be  my  muse's  care ; 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show  ; 
Gie  me  my  highland  lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0, 
Aboon  the  plain  sae  rushy, V, 
I  set  me  down  wi'  right  good  will ; 
To  sing  my  highland  lassie,  0. 

O,  were  yon  hills  and  valleys  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine  ! 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 
I  bear  my  highland  lassie,  O. 
Within  the  glen,  fyc. 
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But  firkh    fortune  frowns  on  me, 
Aim!  I  maun  cross  the  raging 

Hut  while  my  crimson  currents  flow 
I'll  love  my  highland  lassie,  O. 
II  'it /tin  the  glen,  fyc. 

Altho'  t1  a  climes  I  ran| 

I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
Foi  her  bosom  hums  with  honour's  glow, 
faithful  highland  lassie,  O. 
Within  tin-  glen,  N 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar, 
For  her  I'll  tin- 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  highland  lassie,  (). 
/( "it hin  the  glen,  $c. 

has  my  b  '.as  my  hand, 

By  sacred  truth  and  honour's  band  ! 
Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
1  'm  thine,  my  highland  lassie 

Farewell  the  glen  toe  butky,  0 ! 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  rushy,  0  ! 
To  other  lands  I  no:v  must  go 
Ti<  highland  lassie,  0  ' 
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IMPROMPTU,    ON  MRS. 
BIRTH-DAY, 

NOVEMBER    4,     1793. 


OLD  winter  with  his  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferred  ; 
What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  know ; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags,  dreary,  slow  : 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning, 
But  spleeny  English,  hanging,  drowning. 

Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil, 

To  counterbalance  all  this  evil ; 

Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say, 

Give  me  Maria's  natal  day  ! 

That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrich  me, 

Spring,  summer,  autumn,  cannot  match  me  ; 

'Tis  done  !  says  Jove  ;  so  ends  my  story, 

And  winter  once  rejoic'd  in  glory. 
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tDDRESS    TO    A    LADY. 


Oil,  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  I 
On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

teller  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee  : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

nil  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blew, 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 
l\>  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  I  '■  waste, 

•  black  and  be  lack  and  bare, 

The  desert  were  a  par;, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  dobe, 

WT  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign ; 
The  bright  in  my  crown, 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  queen. 
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TO    A    YOUNG    LADY, 

MISS      JESSY      L ,     DUMFRIES; 

With  Books  which  the  Bard  presented  her. 


THINK  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  poet'^prayer ; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fairest  page, 
With  every  kindliest,  best  presage, 
Of  future  bliss,  enroll  thy  name  : 
With  native  worth,  and  spotless  fame, 
And  wakeful  caution  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief,  man's  felon  snare  ; 
All  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind — 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward  ; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard, 


NEW    PIECES.  221 


SONNET,  -written  on  the  Q5th  of  January,  1793,  the 
birth-day  of  the  Author,  on  hearing  a  thrush  sing 
in  a  morning  uolk. 


rush,  upon  the  leafless  bough  ; 
I  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain  : 
See  aged  winter,  'mid  his  surly  reign, 
At  thy  blith  carol  clears  his  furrow'd  brow. 

So  in  lour  poverty's  dominion  di< 

Sits  meek  Content  with  light  unanxious  heart, 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day  ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient  skies  ! 

Rulies  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  j< 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away  ! 

one,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care; 
The  mite  high  Heaven  bestowed,  that  mite  with  thee 
IT1  share. 
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EXTEMPORE,  to  Mr.  S**£,  on  refusing  to  dine 
with  him,  after  having  been  promised  the  first  of 
company,  and  the  first  of  cookery  ;  17 th  December, 
1795. 

NO  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not, 

And  cook'ry  the  first  in  the  nation : 
Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit, 

Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


TO  Mr.  S**E,  with  a  present  of  a  Dozen  of  Porter, 

O,  HAD  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind? 

Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit ; 
'Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 

A  gift  that  e'en  for  S**e  were  fit. 

Jerusalem  Tavern,  Dumfries. 


THE   DUMFRIES   VOLUNTEERS. 
Tone,  '  Pi  ib  ahovt  the  jorum.' 
April,    17 

DOES  haughty  Gau]  invasion  threat  ? 

Then  let  the  loons  beware,  sir, 
There 'i  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 

d  volunteers  On  shore,  tir. 

\ith  shall  run  toCorsincon, 
And  Crifiel  sink  in  Sola 

e  i '  i mit  a  foreign  foe 
On  British  ground  to  rally  ! 

Fall  de  rail,  $c. 

O,  let  us  not  like  snarling  tykes 

In  wrangling  be  divid< 
Till  slap  conic  in  an  unco  loon 

And  \vi'  a  rung  decide  it. 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  onrseli  united ; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted. 

.7  </«  rail,  $c. 
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The  kettle  o'  the  kirk  and  state, 

Perhaps  a  claut  may  fail  in 't ; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't. 
Our  fathers  blude  the  kettle  bought, 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it ; 
By  heaven  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it. 

Fall  de  rail,  SfC. 


The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own, 

And  the  wretch  his  true-born  brother, 
Who  would  set  the  mcb  aboon  the  throne, 

May  they  be  damned  together. 
Who  will  not  sing,  "  God  save  the  King," 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple; 
But,  while  we  sing,  "  God  save  the  King,' 

We  '11  ne'er  forget  the  People. 


P  0  /•:  If, 

a  DDi:  ;  i  u  ;  i  i  ,  COLLI  l   roR  01 

EXCISE,    DUMFRIES,    I 

FKIF.NI>  of  ■  am)  leal, 

Wha,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal ; 
.Make,  alakc  t! 

Wi'  a'  his  wit 

■ 

In  : 

I  modestly  fu'  fain  wad  hint  it, 
That  ww  pound  mu\  I  fairly  want  it ; 
It'  wi'  tin-  hiisie  down  y«  w  nt  it, 

It  would  be  kind  ; 
And  while  niv  heart  ui'  life-blood  dun 
1  'd  bear 't  in  mind. 

the  auld  y<  ling 

ie  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  |  lenty  e'er  the  loanin 
To  thee  and  tl 

I 

l  h: 

Vol.111.  Q 
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postscript. 
Ye  've  heard  this  while  how  I  've  been  licket, 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nieket: 
Grim  loon  !  he  gat  me  by  the  fecket, 

And  sair  me  sheuk  : 
But  by  gude  luck  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  turn'd  a  neuk. 

But  by  that  health,  I  've  got  a  share  o't, 
And  by  that  life,  I  'm  promised  mair  o't, 
My  hale  and  weel  I  '11  take  a  care  o't 

A  tentier  way : 
Then  farewell,  folly,  hide  and  hair  o't 

For  ance  and  aye. 


Sent  to  a  Gentleman  whom  he  had  offended. 

THE  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way, 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send  ; 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray ;) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  ? 

Mine  was  th'  insensate  frenzied  part, 
Ah  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive  ! 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart ! 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


new  rn  my 


poem  an   LIVE, 

APT''  rO    (OI.oWI.    DP.    PI'VMER, 

lit  Ml  U  1  P.S.     I 


MY  lionourM  colon  1,  <i 

inu  reat  in  th<  ami ; 

•  uae  I  \-> 

The  Bleep  Parnaasua, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill, 

o  what  a  canty  warid  wei 

Would  pain  aiK 

And  fortnne  favour  worth  and  merit, 

a  row th,  roaal 

wba  would  si  i 

Dame  life,  ilio'  fiction  out  ma\  trick  b 
And  in  pa  and  frippery  deck  i 

Oh  !    tin  i. 

I  \c  found  ber  still. 
ker, 

"1  v  .  and  ill. 
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Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches,  like  bawd'rons  by  a  rattan, 
Our  sinfu'  saul  to  get  a  claute  on 

Wi'  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  whip  !  his  tail  ye'll  ne'er  cast  saut  on, 

He's  off'  like  fire. 

Ah !  Nick,  ah  Nick,  it  is  na  fair, 
First  shewing  us  the  tempting  ware, 
Bright  wines  and  bonnie  lasses  rare, 

To  put  us  daft; 
Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

O*  hell's  damned  waft. 

Poor  man  the  flie,  aft  bizzes  bye, 
And  aft  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh, 
Thy  auld  damned  elbow  yeuks  wi' joy, 

And  hellish  pleasure  ; 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye, 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

m 

Soon  heels  o'er  gowdie  !  in  he  gangs, 
And  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tangs, 
Thy  girning  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

And  murdering  wrestle, 
As  dangling  in  the  wind  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  tassel. 
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But  It  st  you  think  I  am  uncivil, 

lague  you  with  tlu>  drauntiog  drivtl, 
Abjuring  a'  intentiont  evil, 

I  qua!  my  jx 
The  Lord  ua  free  the  deril ! 

Amen  !  amen ! 


4DDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTH-ACHE. 


MY  curie  upon  your  vcnom'd  stang, 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gumt  alang  ; 
And  thro*  my  lugs  gj 

Wi'  goa\ 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  hitter  pang, 

Liki 

When  fevera  bum,  or  agi 
Rheumatii  olic  sque< 

Our  neighbour's  sympathy  1 

Wi'  ;  oan  ; 

But  thee — thou  hell 

%s  our  groan  ! 

Q  3 
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Adown  my  heard  the  slavers  trickle  ! 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

To  see  me  loup ; 
While  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup. 

O'  a  the  num'rous  human  dools, 
111  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools, 
Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  i'  the  mools, 

Sad  sight  to  see  ! 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  fools, 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be,  priests  ca'  hell, 
W'hence  a'  the  tones  o'  mis'ry  yell, 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell, 

In  dreadfu'  raw, 
Thou,  Tooth-ache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Amang  them  a' ! 

O  thou  grim,  mischief-making  chiel, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick ; — 
Gie  a'  the  fa.es  o*  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  Tooth-ache ! 


PIBCBI* 

s  o  \  I 

l'um  ,     '   M 

( )  Wll  \  ii  •]!•  that  Ufa*  me, 

And  hai  my  heart  a  keeping  ? 
lhe  tliat  lo'es  in.-, 
.'  Minuner  weeping, 

In  tean  the  rose-buds  rtteping. 

'It  us. 

0  /A«f  '.v  the  lame  o'  my  heart, 
Mi/  lame  ever  dearer  ; 

0  that 's  the  queen  o  BMMMM  kind, 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 

U  thou  shalt  meet  a  la- 
in grace  and  beauty  charming, 
That  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 

Ere  while  thy  breast  sue  warming, 
I  ne'er  sic  powers  alarming. 
0  that  % 

M  thou  hadst  heard  her  talk 

And  thy  attentions  plig! 
That  ilka  body  talk. 

But  her  by  th< 

And  thou  art  all  delight 
0  that'*. 
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If  thou  hast  met  this  fair  one ; 

When  frae  her  thou  hast  parted, 
If  every  other  fair  one, 

But  her  thou  hast  deserted, 
And  thou  art  broken  hearted. — 
0  that 's,  S,c. 


SONG. 


JOCKEY  's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss, 
O'er  the  mountains  he  is  gane; 

And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss. 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 

4 

Spare  my  luve,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 
Plashy  sleets  and  beating  rain  ! 

Spare  my  luve,  thou  feathery  snaw, 
Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain  ! 

When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 
O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e, 

Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 
Sweetly  blythe  his  waukening  be  I 

He  wiU  think  on  her  he  loves, 
Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name; 

For  where'er  he  distant  roves, 
Jockey's  heart  is  still  at  hame. 


5  O   V  G 


in, 
The  frost  of  lit  unit  age  might  warm  ; 
My  I  orth,  my  Peggy's  mind, 

Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind. 

I  love  m\  I  air, 

Her  face  bo  truly,  heavenly  fair, 
Her  name  grace  so  void  of  art, 
Hut  I  adore  m\  P 

The  lily's  hue,  tli 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eyi 
Who  but  owns  their  maj 
Who  but  knows  they  all  deci 
'l'h''  under  thrill,  th(  tear, 

The  generous  p  obly  dear, 

The  gentle  look,  that  rage  disarms, 
These  arc  all  immortal  charms. 
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WRITTEN  in  a  wrapper  inclosing  a  letter  to  Capt. 
Grose,  to  be  left  with  Mr.  Cardonnel,  Antiquarian. 

Tune,  "  Sir  John  Malcolm.' 

KEN  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ? 

J  go,  #  ago. 
If  he 's  amang  his  friends  or  foes  ? 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  South,  or  is  he  North  ? 

Jgo,  Sr  ago. 
Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth  ? 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Highland  bodies  ? 

Igo,  8f  ago. 
And  eaten  like  a  weather-haggis  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  to  Abram's  bosom  gane  ? 

Jgo,  ^  ago. 
Or  haudin  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? 

Iraniy  coram,  dago. 


new  rii  -3j 

Where'er  lie  be,  t li<-  Lord  be  near  him ! 

ago. 
I  the  dill,  la-  daur  na  steer  "him, 
Tram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  th'  in  tter, 

Igo,  *  <*£<>• 
Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor, 
ham,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  hae  auld  stuues  m 

The  w  ■'.  Adam  bore, 

lram,  coram,  dago. 

b>o  may  yC  get  in  glad  possession  ; 

JgO,  $  ago. 
The  coins  o'  Sutan's  coronation  ! 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 
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TO    ROBERT   GRAHAM,    ESQ. 
OF  FINTRY. 

ON    RECEIVING    A    FAVOUB. 


I  CALL  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  Muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns; 
Friend  of  my  life  !  my  ardent  spirit  burns, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns, 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day  !   thou  other  paler  light ! 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my. mind  efface  ; 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace  ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spheres, 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years  ! 


I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

AN  honest  man  lit  : 

1  with  his  Ima 
'Hie  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth; 

The  friend  :.d  guide  of  youth: 

hearts  like  his,  with  virtue  werni'd, 
di  v.  all  knowlt  fonn'd  : 

If  th  ther  world,  be  lives  in  hliss; 

If  tip  le  thi  best  of  tl 


A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER. 

0  THOU,  who  kindly  dost  provide 
i  very  creature's  want  ! 

W«  bless  thee,  God  of  nature  Wtd 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent : 
And,  if  it  please  thee,  heavenly  ■:■ 

never  worse  be  sent ; 
Bat  whether  granted,  or  denied, 

Lord  bless  us  with  content  ! 
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To  my  dear  and  much  honoured  friend,  Mrs.Dunlop, 
of  Dunlop. 

ON    SENSIBILITY. 

SENSIBILITY  how  charming, 
Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  tell 

But  distress  with  horrors  arming, 
Thou  hast  also  known  too  well  ! 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily, 

Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray  : 
Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, 

See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 

Telling  o'er  his  little  joys  : 
Hapless  bird  !  a  prey  the  surest, 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought,  the  hidden  treasure, 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow ; 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure, 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


./  /  ERSE  composed  and  repented  hj  Burns,  to  the 
Musttr  of  tin  House,  on  UfttHg  fe*M  (it  a  place 
in  the  Highland^  -Jure  he  had  been  hospitably 
entertai; 

WHEN  death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o'er, 

A  time  that  surely  shall  come ; 
In  Heaven  itself,  I'll  ask  no  more, 

Than  just  a  Highland  welcome. 


FAREWELL  TO  AYRESimu:. 

SCENES  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 

:.es  that  former  thoughts  renew, 
Se(  net  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 

Now  a  sad  and  last  adieu  ! 

Bonny  I)(  at  gloaming, 

Fare  thee  wee!  before  1  gai 

Bonny  Doon,  Where,  early  roaming, 
First  I  weaVd  the  rustic  sang  ! 
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Bowers,  adieu,  whare  Love,  decoying, 
First  enthrall'd  this  heart  o'  mine, 

There  the  saftest  sweets  enjoying, — 
Sweets  that  Mem'ry  ne'er  shall  tine ! 

Friends,  so  near  my  bosom  ever, 
Ye  hae  rendered  moments  dear  ; 

But,  alas  !  when  forc'd  to  sever, 
Then  the  stroke,  O,  how  severe  ! 

Friends  !  that  parting  tear  reserve  it, 
Tho'  'tis  doubly  dear  to  me  ! 

Could  I  think  I  did  deserve  it, 
How  much  happier  would  I  be  ! 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Scenes  that  former  thoughts  renew, 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure, 
Now  a  sad  and  last  adieu  ! 


Poetical  works     New  ed. 
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